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SALUTATIONS 


FROMM OUR BOHR 10 YOURS 


Penthouse Letters has just established 
the First Church of the Horizontal Fever, 
featuring nightly revivals with the laying 
on of whole bodies and a general spiritu- 
ality centered around the precept “Love 
thy neighbor.” But God told us last Mon- 
day that if we didn’t get letters of endorse- 
ment from the top names in the video- 
religion industry, a nine-hundred-foot-tall 
plastic dashboard virgin was going to kick 
our asses. We couldn’t get the endorse- 
ments, but Conrad Linquist came to the 
rescue with a few choice satires and par- 
odies. Here they are. Let’s hope they’re 
good enough to fool God. 
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Why Do You Think 
They Call Him Oral? : : 
|am not writing to Penthouse Letters in or- 
der to join in this disgraceful race to corner 
the market on sinners, but to clear up 
some misconceptions about my ministry. 
When God spoke to me and told me that 
unless | raised eight million dollars by last 
March 31 He would call me home, | was, 
quite frankly, worried. The only people I'd 
ever heard call one another ‘‘home’™ were 
Negroes. | went up into the Prayer Tower 
and prayed for a week that God isn't a Ne- 
gro. But | also prayed for the eight million 
dollars, just in case He is. 


Oral lives up to his name by being anoint- 
ed by the Onmipotent Donor. 


Fortunately, my followers came through 
and my name is still Oral. But I’ve been 
criticized by some for accepting the one 
million, three hundred thousand dollars 
donated by the dog-track owner. Gam- 
bling is a sin, they all say. Well of course it 
is. But I’m dyslexic and | thought the mon- 
ey had come from the owner of a ‘god 
track.’’ | also received sizable donations 
from a wealthy pmip [sic] and an organi- 
zation called the Aifam [sic]. 

Last week | was visited by a six-hun- 
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Bible jocks make 


makeup, a little original 


sin and a whole lot of bullshit, and 


you've got Godscam 


Strange bedfellows. Throw in some 


dred-foot-tall penis with only one eye. 
When | opened my heart and mouth, it 
anointed me from head to foot with the 
Holy Jism. | have a mission now to anoint 
others in this fashion. And God has said 
that if| don’t come in eight million people’s 
faces by the end of September, He's go- 
ing to call me ‘‘bro.’’—Oral Roberts 


Bakker Puts the Jelly in the Jellyroll 
I'm sure that by now your readers are all 
well acquainted with the details of my terri- 
ble descent, penis first, into the very pit of 
sin. Many of you delighted in my downfall, 
but | don’t hold that against you. 

| won't try to convince you of the sincer- 
ity of my efforts to resist the pull of that 
sin—how, each time | retreated, | was 
pulled down into the dark, wet, warm, 
electrifying depths of sin again and again. 
In and out, in and out, | battled with sin for 


over an hour until, in a Sudden rush, sin . 


sapped all my strength and my will. 

My friends, that sin cost me an empire. 
But if that be the cost of loving my neigh- 
bor, I'd gladly pay it again and again. | be- 
lieve it was God's will, for God works in 
mysterious ways. When | was there in that 
motel room with that girl, the Lord spoke 
my name. But He was speaking in my bad 
ear and | thought He said, ‘‘Make her.”’ 

Now | know it was all part of His divine 
plan to get me out of the dying televange- 
lism business and put me to work where 
I'm needed most: among the readers of 
Penthouse Letters. | believe that if you 
want to save sinners, you've got to go 
where they are. You've got to get into sin 
SO you Can understand the mind and body 
of sin. |’m inviting every one of you to join 
the 69 Club and help turn things around. 
Just send sixty-nine dollars to The New 
PTL (Part Them Lips), Box 69, Palm 
Springs, Calif—Jim Bakker 


She’s Got Tammy Bakker Eyes 

Dear readers of Penthouse Letters: We 
especially need your help in constructing 
our new Heretic USA theme park. Once 
its completed, believers and nonbeliev- 
ers alike can come and all the rides will be 
on me. Sometimes | think | can already 
feel the spirit of it all moving in me—mov- 
ing me to tears. My eyes fill with water and 
| just can’t stop crying. My tears get all 
mixed up with my mascara and, the next 
thing | know, my face is a mud slide. So 
please, send us your money right away. If 
you can’t send money, send drugs. If you 
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can’t send drugs, then send makeup.— 
Tammy Bakker, Betty Ford Clinic 


Swaggart Warns of Undermining 

The Sexual Fabric of Society 

First, let me just say that I’m not involved in 
any plot, hostile or otherwise, to take over 
the 69 Club or The New PTL from Jim and 
Tammy Bakker. I’m writing this letter only 
to warn Penthouse Letters readers that 
Jim Bakker is a fraud. He’s practically a 
virgin. | know for a fact that Tammy is—or 
was, anyhow. But | don’t hate them for it. 
As God is my witness, | tried to help the 
both of them as best | could. | consider it 
my moral duty to love the sinner and to 
hate the sin (in that order). But since | can't 
do but one thing at a time, | try to concen- 
trate on loving the sinners. 

Unlike Jim Bakker, | have been called to 
this ministry by God. Every day God re- 
minds me of it with a sign right here in my 
shorts. | get filled with the Horny Spirit and 
then |’m ready to screw anybody. But | 
need money to do it. If | can't buy maga- 
zine space to solicit sex, thousands of 
people are going to die and go to Hell—or 
possibly, Utah_—Jimmy Swaggart 


The Moron Majority 

Meets Eat-a-Pus Rex 

The Bible says that unless a man be born 
again he cannot enter the Kingdom of 
Heaven. As a Christian fundamentalist, | 
take this literally to mean that we must 
crawl back up through the vagina. Almost 
any vagina will do—not the one you origi- 
nally came out of, of course, since that 
would be deemed incest. I've gotten vari- 
ous parts of myself in there. (I’ve been so 
close | could taste it. And at other times | 
could feel heaven coming closer and clos- 
er. Jesus, does heaven feel good!) But 
I've yet to get all of me in there at once. | do 
believe this is possible, though, because 
the Bible says that Moses tied his ass toa 


tree and walked up the mountain. This 


proves that skin can stretch a lot farther 
than even rubber. Unfortunately, one of 
the wages of religion is a loss of elasticity, 
So people today aren't as flexible as they 
used to be.—Jerry Falwell 


The Following Is a Prayed 
Polemical Announcement 
Gospelgate, Pearlygate, whatever, I'm 
glad it happened. It just points out the 
need to get big religion off the backs of the 
American people and onto the backs of 


third-world heathens, where it belongs. 
Let someone else pay for our sins for a 
change. Besides, some of those countries 
owe us a fortune by now—all those Bibles, 
the printing, the shipping, the hotel rooms 
to put them in, the armies to keep them 
there. Salvation isn’t cheap. The fact of the 
matter is that religious spending has got- 
ten out of hand, what with theme parks, 
prayer towers and crystal cathedrals. 

| promise that if | am elected president, 
we'll have lots more Christian soldiers 
marching off to war. I'll wipe out homosex- 
uality, convert all of Soviet Russia to Chris- 
tianity by 1990 and increase funding to 
“creation science’ until it proves once 
and for all that the universe is only six 
thousand years old, and I'll do all this with- 
out raising anyone’s tithe a dime. (I will 
need just a few million for my campaign, 
however, and since the Lord has seen fit 
to do a little house cleaning, | plan to fi- 
nance my bid for the presidency with sales 
from my amazing new product, Bakker Off 
Pew and Pulpit Cleaner.) 

Following in the foot-in-mouth steps of 
the Great Communicator won't be easy. | 
realize that my qualifications aren't as 
good as they might be if | had been a B- 
movie actor, or even a TV game-show 
host, but | think my years in TV religion 
have given me a great deal of experience 
in manipulating a gullible American public. 
Hell, | might even become known as the 
Great Manipulator.—Pat Robertson, Re- 
publican candidate for President 


Religion Under Glass 
‘‘Man does not live by bed alone, but by 
the people who give in glass churches.’ 


So say the Holy Scriptures. The Bakkers 


should have known when they got into the 
video religion business that they'd be 
preaching in a glass bowl and that the 
eyes of the world would be upon them, 
watching for the first steps off the path of 
righteousness. You should have known, 
Jimmy boy, that if you’re going to be a 
world-class fisher of men, you've got to 
get yourself a fancy aquarium. That's why 
| built the Crystal Cathedral—to dazzle my 
fish while the hand of the Lord, in the rev- 
erend person of yours truly, reaches into 
their hearts and pockets. With the power 
of suppository thinking, you can do just 
about anything. | just want you to know, 
Jim, that despite your having been caught 
with your pants down, God loves Tammy. 
And so do |.—Robert Schuller 
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Incubus Creeps to Sniff 
but Dailies to Conquer 
with His Demon Rouser 
Before Jean and | got mar- 
ried, we both lived with her 
best friend, Sue. Jean has a 
pretty nice body, and | must 
say that she is also great in 
bed. But Sue has a body so 
perfect that it’s too good to 
be true. 

She has light brown hair 
and a figure like a model's. 
She never wears a bra, and 
when she walks, her firm, 
well-rounded tits bounce 
very nicely and her erect 
nipples point upward. See- 
ing her is an intense turn-on 
for me. When she wasn't 
wearing tight pants that sub- 
tly revealed her sweet pussy 
and the crack of her ass, 
she was parading around 
the apartment in a leotard 
that snapped at the crotch. 

One night after Jean had 
gone to bed early, | was up 
watching TV and smoking a 
joint when Sue came home 
looking half-loaded. She 
said hello and then disap- 
peared into the bedroom. 
About ten minutes later she 
returned to the living room, 
with a pillow in her hand. 
She was wearing that entic- 
ing leotard. She lay down 
on the couch with her legs 


These letters are as written by our 
readers, except that they have 
been edited to enhance their 


readability, and names have been 
changed to ensure privacy. 
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spread so wide that | could 
see almost everything; the 
crotch was pushed up into 
her cunt, and her pubic hair 
was tumbling out the sides. 
| had a firsthand look be- 
cause | was sitting on the 
end of the couch that she 
was lying on. As we talked, 
| just couldn't keep my eyes 
off her snatch and proceed- 
ed to grow an enormous 
hard-on. 

Soon she fell asleep, and 
| became increasingly 
horny. | felt that | had to 
come, and the thought of 
seducing her crossed my 
mind. She usually sleeps 
pretty soundly, so | daringly 
decided to look straight into 
her pussy and get myself 
off. | leaned over and 
sniffed her sweet aroma 
with my nose only a quarter 
of an inch from her cunt, 
meanwhile jerking off my 
throbbing cock. | decided to 
go one step further: very 
slowly and carefully | un- 
snapped her crotch strap 
and uncovered the most dy- 
namite pussy and asshole 
that | have ever seen. By 
then | was about to shoot 
my load any second, so | 
positioned myself between 
her legs and started to 
pump like crazy. AS soon as 
| wasready, | noticed that 
there was some juice 0OZ- 
ing out of her pussy and all 
of a sudden she exclaimed, 
‘Please stick it in me 
quick!’’ Though | was sur- 
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prised, embarrassed and 
scared all at the same time, 
| did just what she told me. 
My prick sank into her to 
the hilt, my fingers went all 
over those magnificent 
breasts and my tongue went 
down her throat. 

| was thrusting my cock in 
her with such force that my 
balls were banging against 
her-wet ass and making an 
exciting kind of slapping 
noise. She began to moan 
and dig her nails in my ass- 
cheeks, and | knew that she 
was coming along with me. 
Suddenly, my come filled 
her hot, juicy pussy, send- ~ 
ing shivers up and down my 
spine. 

Then | just lay there, still 
inside her, kissing and fon- 
dling her breasts. But we 
did a foolish thing: we fell 
asleep in each other’s arms, 
with my soft cock.in her. 
Luckily for us, | woke up 
around six, an hour before 
Jean got up. 

Since then Sue and | 
have had a few sessions, 
including a couple of all- 
nighters at a local motel. 
She now lives by herself 
and is due to come home 
for two weeks around 
Christmas. | know by our 
phone conversations that 
she misses my cock just as 
much as | miss her sweet 
snatch. For some strange 
reason, | seem to have 


more sexual excitement with 


her, and my rod always 


You're off on | 
the greatest game 
of all... lusty 

fun on the foxy-lady 
hunt. Boys get 
caught, too 
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Do Gentlemen Prefer 
Virgins? : 
The editors of Cosmo | 
wondered about that. Af- 
ter all, they have to keep 
“That Cosmo Girl’ up to 
date. The question put to 
a number of men was: 
‘‘Does today’s man really 
Crave an uninhibited, 
knowledgeable wife—or 
a totally naive one?”’ 
Some answers: 

‘Virgins are too reluc- 
tant in the sack,”’ says 
Ted, a twenty-six-year- 
old gardener. ‘‘They’re 


constantly wavering, and 
it can be really frustrating 
for the man. | like an ex- 
perienced woman, 
because once she 
makes the decision to go 
for it, | Know there'll be 
no turning back.’’ Way to 
go, Ted. | 

“| would rather marry 
a virgin to guarantee that 
| don't get some horrible 
disease,’ says eighteen- 
year-old Sam, a waiter. 
Hasn't anybody ever told 
this guy about safe sex? 

But we like Joe’s style. 
He’s a twenty-eight-year- 
old computer operator: ‘‘| 
would rather marry a vir- 
gin so | can break her in 
my Own way.” 

David, a flight atten- 
dant, and Scott, a sailor, 
don't believe there are 
any virgins left. bed 
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seems harder. |’m in the 
middle of living out a mar- 
velous fantasy, but | do 
know that | love my wife 
and would never leave 
her.—Name and address 
withheld 


| Hot Grocery-Store 


Mama Gets Him Rewvin’ 
Way before Seven 

This is about a fantasy that 
came true. It involves the 
cutest redhead named Les- 
lie. She’s five feet two 


inches, with the greatest 


pair of tits I've ever seen on 
a woman. She can’t weigh 
more than a hundred 
pounds soaking wet, but ev- 
ery pound is pure woman. 
She’s the manager of a lo- 
cal grocery store that’s 
located down the street 
from where | live. | usually 
stop there every morning for 
a cup of coffee and the 
newspaper as I’m on my 
way to work. That’s how 
Leslie and | met. Not only is 
she a fox, but a really nice 
person too. 

| was glad that our rela- 
tionship progressed to 
where we could call each 
other a friend. | wanted 
more than just a nodding 
acquaintance with Leslie, 
but she was involved with 
someone she really cared 
about. In fact, she’d been 
with this guy for five years. 
When | found that out, | fig- 
ured I'd have to be satisfied 
with pumping my cock to 
erotic images of her succu- 
lent breasts and equally 
tasty cunt. Believe me, there 
were many nights of self- 
abuse on my part (or parts). 

On one night in particular 


| fell asleep with my prick in | 


my hand, dreaming about 
Leslie. | must have made 
love to that: woman every 
way imaginable and then 
some. When | woke up the 
next morning, | had a hara- 
on that wouldn't go away. 
As | dressed for work, | tried 


to figure out the best way to 
hide my engorged prick. It 
was the middle of summer, 
SO a Coat was out of the 
question. | just fuckin’ gave 
up and left the house look- 
ing like a dirty pervert. 

| was going to drive right 
by Leslie’s store without 


- Stopping, but | couldn't. | 


just had to see the object of 
my sexual desires. As soon 
as | entered the store, | 
picked up the newspaper 
and held it in front of me so 
no one would notice the 
State | was in. It was six- 
twenty-five, and as luck 
would have it, there was no 
One in the store but Leslie. 
She was behind the counter 
going over the receipts from 
the day before. She looked 
up, Said, “‘Hi’’ and contin- 
ued with what she was 
doing. She was resting on 
her elbows, with her arms 
folded in front of her leaning 
across the counter. As | 
walked up to the counter, | 
stopped dead in my tracks. 
| was about a foot away 
from the counter and | could 
see right down Leslie’s 
blouse. I'll never forget that 
first sight of her breasts as 
long as | live. She wasn’t 
wearing a bra and the 
blouse was one of those 
loose-fitting types with a 
very large neckline. | stood 
there transfixed. Not daring 
to move for fear | would 
cause Leslie to move and 
take away the vision of my 
lust, | felt my cock begin to 
throb almost to the point of 
becoming unbearable. | 
knew | had to give myself 
some kind of relief. | was 
holding the newspaper in 
my left hand directly in front 
of my groin area. | brought 
my right hand around be- 
hind the newspaper and . 
very slowly without much 
movement at all | began to 
rub my prick. | can’t de- 
scribe what came over me. 
It felt as though every nerve 


in my body were centered 
in the head of my cock. The 
hard-on | woke up with was 
nothing compared to the 
one | was then sporting. My 
mind must have been some- 
where else because, without 
even thinking, | removed the 
newspaper, exposing my 
raging erection. It was clear- 
ly outlined in my pants and | 
continued to rub it slowly. 
All this time my eyes had 
never left Leslie's beautifully 
freckled breasts. They were 
beginning to grow right be- 
fore my eyes. She has large 
tits to begin with, but at that 
point they were almost twice 
their normal size. The amaz- 
ing thing was the length to 
which the nipples had 
grown. They had to be a 
half inch or more in length. 
I'd never seen anything like 
it in all my life. | could tell 
just by looking at them that 
they were as hard as peb- 
bles. God, | wanted them in 
my mouth. It was then that | 
noticed Leslie’s chest begin 
to rise and fall very rapidly. 
She seemed to be having 
trouble breathing. For the 
first time since | noticed her 
exposed breasts | took my 
eyes off them. | lifted my 
eyes to Leslie’s face. | 
froze. Leslie was no longer 


| looking at the papers in 


front of her. Her eyes were 
half-closed and the expres- 
sion on her face was one 
I'd seen before, but it was 
the first time I'd seen it on 
her face. She was looking 
directly at my rod straining 
to get out of my pants. | 
couldn't believe it. The ob- 
ject of my fantasies was 
looking at me with the same 
desire that | felt for her. | 
didn't want to break the 
mood, but | knew | had to 
touch her. | moved my right 
hand away from my throb- 
bing dick. Not fast, but ever 
so slowly. Her mouth was 
slightly open and | was sure 
| heard her say my name 
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I'm not a 

great hunk, just 
a slender 

and practically 
developed 

guy who's happy 
to get naked 


and the words, ‘‘Please 
touch me.’’ My hand had al- 
ready closed around her 
right breast and it was like 
an earthquake. Her head 
Snapped back and a gasp 
escaped from her mouth. 
Her hands gripped the 
counter edge and she be- 
gan to tremble ever so 


lightly. | began to fondle her — 


breast gently, paying a 
great deal of attention to the 
nipple. It had been the right 
thing to do. She started to 
shake uncontrollably. Her 
mouth hung open, gasping 
for air. Her legs looked as if 
they were made of Jell-O. 
Just when | thought she was 
going to fall, she gave out a 
cry that told me she’d found 
her release. Almost at the 
same moment Leslie found 
her release, | want over the 
edge. | felt like a schoolboy 
who couldn’t control him- . 
self, but at the same time | 
also felt that I'd finally been 
able to make love to the 
woman of my dreams. We 
were both snapped back to 
reality by the slamming of a 
car door. | quickly left to 
change my pants and con- 
tinue on to work. As | pulled 
away in my car, | could see 
Leslie through the window 
trying to look businesslike. 
Her breasts were still in a 
very excited state, and | 
knew the female customer 
that she was waiting on 
could see that. We've never 
mentioned that morning 
again, but | Know it must still 
be on her mind because it’s 
definitely on mine.—R.C., 
Warwick, R.1. 


Male Model Finds Nirvana 
as Ms. Artist Peels 

His Popped-Art Banana 
The rural California town 
where | went for my third 
year of college was quiet, 
drowsy and warm enough 
to make me want to take my 
clothes off most days. After 
several months of Spartan 


boredom there, | decided it 
was time to stir up the stu- 
dent body. The college art 
department was short on 
male models, so | stepped 
in to fill the gap. I’m no 
great hunk, just a slender 
and practically developed 
guy happy to get naked. 
That way | could take my 
clothes off for everyone's 
benefit. 

In the first class | mod- 
eled for | recognized a 
young girl from my home- 
town. She acted as if she 
didn't recognize me, but | 
wasn't going to be surprised 
if word got back to town 
that my parents’ kid was 
baring his buns for money 
at the State U. Anyway, 
nothing extraordinary hap- 
pened until | posed for a 
second class, where | elicit- 
ed the desired response 
with a girl named Sally. | 
noticed her appreciative 
eyes, smooth dark skin and 
nice breasts that came to at- 
tention under a sheer 
blouse. | tried to think pure 
thoughts while | was on the 
model's stand, but whenev- 
er Sally was there, | could 
feel my pulse. 

One evening during a 
class break, | sat in the de- 
partment lounge in my 
bathrobe, reading an Ameri- 
can history assignment. 
Sally came out of the studio 
and sat down on the sofa 
next to me. ‘'l like your 
body,’’ she said. | don’t re- 
member whether | blushed 
or not. All | remember was 
the blood rushing to my 
cock. “‘Thanks,’’ | said, and 
looked at the book on my 
lap. (Such a modest guy.) 
‘Would you like to come 
over to my apartment after 
class tonight?’’ she asked. 
“Sure,’’ | replied, my head 
beginning to whirl. | love’ it 
when a woman is direct! | 
grinned and asked, ‘‘Want 
help with your studies?”’ 
“Yeah,’’ she replied. 


“That's what | was thinking 
... She put her hand on 
my foot, which | had resting 
on the sofa between us. We 
both shivered and | won- 
dered if | could wait for 
class to end. A stirring in 
my lap said no. | squeezed 
Sally’s hand with mine and 
said, ‘‘Wait here a minute, 
okay?”’ | trotted down the 
hall to the instructor’s office. 
He was on the phone but 
looked up at me. ‘‘Hey, 
Richard, can | check out for 
the evening? One of your 
Students wants to do me at 
home and there’s no way | 
can keep it down for the 
rest of the evening thinking 
about her.’’ Richard laughed 
and waved at me to leave: 
“lll set up a still life... with 
a banana,”’ he cracked be- 
fore going back to his 
phone conversation. 

‘‘Let’s go!’’ | called to 
Sally back in the hallway. | 
grabbed my clothes and 
pulled them on with trem- 
bling hands. Sally was 
waiting with a smile, and we 
skipped out of the building. | 
put a hand into her back 
pocket and we strolled 
across Campus, making true 
confessions. She laughed 
and kissed my ear. The 
apartments at the edge of 
the campus appeared none 
too soon. As we climbed 
the stairs to her unit, | 
Slipped my hand down to 
the inside of her leg and 
then up against the mound 
at her jeans’ crotch. ‘‘Uh- 
huh!’ she exclaimed, 
unlocking her door and 
wrenching it open. We 
pitched through into the en- 
try and then pushed the 
door shut, leaning back 
against it. ‘‘Kiss me,’’ she 
tried to say as our lips 
crushed together. | reached 
for her belt and we unbuck- 
led and unzipped as we slid 
down to the floor. As | 
pulled her jeans down 
around her hips, a wave of 
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sexual perfume burst under 
my nose, which by then was 
pushing up the front of her 
cotton top. | nibbled the soft 
curve of Sally’s belly as she 
eased her top and bra off. 
Her coffee-colored fruit fell 
into my hands and her nip- 
ples grew firm under my 
fingertips. Out tongues slid 
together as we kissed and 
rolled on the floor. ‘‘l’ve 
been waiting for you... you 
... oh, | want you inside of 
me!’’ she moaned. | licked 
her nipples and reached 
down to tug her panties up 
against her genitals. ‘“‘Ooh, 
baby ...’’ she sighed. “| 
can’t wait to get inside of 
you, honey,” | moaned. My 
hand slipped down under 
the satin fabric of her pant- 
ies, through her fur, and my 
longest finger slid between 
her slippery labia. ““Umm, 
do it to me,”’ Sally cried, her 
hands working under my 
shorts to grasp and stroke 
my stiff cock. We pulled the 
rest of our clothes off, 
panting. 

As | lay back, Sally 
moved on top of me and 
started mopping my prick 
with her pussy. | ran my 
hands over and around her 
beautiful dark ass as her 
cunt reached around my hot 
little head, picked it up and 
slid down over the full 
length of me. “Oh God!” | 
groaned reverently. Our hips 
parted and corkscrewed to- 
gether. Sally pressed down 
and rubbed her clit against 
my pubic bone. As we 
fucked and kissed, my 
whole body relaxed. On one 
of our rocking rolls | turned 
Sally over onto the floor and 
pulled out my glistening 
cock. Turning around on my 
hands and knees, | dipped 
my face into her aromatic 
dish. Sally cried out as my 
tongue slithered into her 
sweet, salty slit. | pushed 
her eager button back and 
forth and around in rhythm 
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with her sighs. She tried to 
lift her head to get my cock 
into her mouth. Then she 
gave up and her head fell 
back as she moaned and 
shuddered. Her voice rose 
to a musical pitch as her 
breathing quickened. Sud- 
denly she let out a sweet 
cry of ecstasy. She jammed 
her pussy into my sweaty 
face and | bore down on 
her clit, my nose humping 
the opening of her snatch. 
Sally came furiously, grab- 
bing my thighs and pulling 
me down tight to her chest. 
| admired her knees as her 
breasts clamped my geni- 
tals, and she bit and sucked 
the inside of my thigh. 
“You're in for it now, you 
prince,’ she growled. She 
wriggled back away from 
me and turned to crawl 
down the hall toward her 
bedroom. ‘“‘Come and get it, 
honey!’ she taunted over 
her shoulder. | crawled after 
her, stunned by the view of 
her powerful legs flexing her 
athletic rear, her delicious 
cunt winking through the 
slickened black hair be- 
tween her legs. Was my 
mouth hanging open? Prob- 
ably. My tongue wanted to 
take up residence in that 
sweet pussy. 

‘‘Come on,”’ Sally said, 
pulling the covers onto the 
floor and climbing onto the 
bed with me in tow. Gently 
she pushed me down and 
knelt over my rod. ‘‘Oh, 
baby, fuck me,” | pleaded. 
She lifted my throbbing 
prick and slowly drove it up 
into her shimmering enve- 
lope. She pulled up and 
lowered an erect nipple past 
my parted lips. | kissed and 
licked around it as she slid 
back down over me again. | 
gripped Sally’s upper arms 
and started panting as she 
suddenly quick-fucked me. 
Everything in me suddenly 
contracted, and then heat 
flooded my shaft as | spurt- 


ed my own hot sauce into 
Sally’s hot cunt."“Umm ...” 
| shuddered happily as she 
gently slid herself up and 
down the length of my cock, 
wringing the last drops of 


| semen from me. Her hand 


slid down my side and then 
between us; she brought 
her fingers up wet, licked 
them and slipped them into 
my mouth. | knew then | had 
all the excitement | could 
ask for with Sally. 

She got up for a cold 
soda and popped it open, 
standing by the bed. 
‘‘Here’s to my studies!’’ she 
said sweetly, and tipped her 
head back for a drink. 
‘Straight A’s,’’ | laughed, 
drinking in the vision of her 
generous body.—Name and 
address withheld 


Mr. Fixit Flashes that 
Dripping Soldering Iron 
—the Girls are Riveted 
Lately, I've been screwing 
two women who are close 
friends, and both of them 
are confirmed exhibitionists. 
My ex loved to show off 
for me—it was great. But | 
especially love to view a fe- 
male when she is showing 
off unintentionally. Boy, do | 
get hot and hard. And | fig- 
ured a lot of women had the 
same weakness as | had. 
My whole basement is 
one big workshop; | fix all 
kinds of appliances and 
also fix furniture. But | did 
set aside one corner for re- 
laxation—a sofa, a couple 
of chairs, a table, a small 
gas stove and a refrigerator. 
| always wear shorts 
when weather permits. Now, 
| don’t jump up and drop 
them whenever a woman is 
in sight. Nor do | open my 
fly and give her a come-on 
look. No sir. But when one 
brings her toaster or vacu- 
um cleaner and wants me to 
look it over and fix it, then | 
always tell her, “Please, sit 
over there. It won't take me 
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Sex Revolution 104 
The Sex Revolution be- 
gan during the mid- 
1960s, though nobody 
knows exactly just when. 


_|t got serious, though, in 


1965. That’s when Bob 
Guccione founded Pent- 
house in London. That 
same year, British literary 
critic Kenneth Tynan 
spoke the word ‘‘fuck’’ 
on BBC radio. What hap- 
pened next, as they say, 
is history. 


The highlights and low- 
lights of the Sex 
Revolution are chronicled 
in the saucy, irreverent 
British glossy Tattler, in a 
special edition called 
“Save Sex.” 

Contrary to rumors, 
says the Tattler, sex is 
still alive and well; safe 
sex hasn't killed it. “Sex 
was NEVER safe, we 
say. Sex was then and 
still is and always will be 
wild, heady, fun, frantic, 
urgent, heated, desper- 
ate, devoted, addictive— 
and dangerous. ° 

But if we don't know 
the past, we're con- 
demned to repeat it. So 
the Tattler’s editors have 
listed some of the sexual 
landmarks of the last two 
decades that we ought to 
know about: 

CONTINUED ON FOLLOWING PAGE 
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1966 Sex researchers 
Masters and Johnson 
published Human Sexual 
Response. And Andy 
Warhol filmed a trashy 
movie called Chelsea 
Girls about the sex 
weirdos in New York's 
Chelsea Hotel. 

1967 The Rolling 
Stones recorded ‘‘Let’s 
Spend the Night 
Together.” 

1968 Hair, the first 
musical production ever 
to show pubic hair, 
opened to wild acclaim. 

1969 Suck, a ‘‘wild, 
let-it-all-hang-out sex pa- 
per,’’ appeared in 
Amsterdam. Philip Roth 
published Portnoy’s 
Complaint, a paean to 
masturbation. 

1970 A pivotal year: 
International Wet Dream 
Festival in Amsterdam. 
Oh, Calcutta! Pauline 
Reage’s Story of O. Per- 
formance with Mick 
Jagger. 

1974 The world's first 
X-rated cartoon, Fritz the 
Cat. 

1972 The releases of 
Last Tango in Paris 
(‘Sexual liberation of 
butter’) and Deep Throat 
(‘‘Cough drops for Linda 
Lovelace’’). 

1973 The year of Alex 
Comfort’s The Joy of Sex 
and Erica Jong’s joyfully 
zipless Fear of Flying. 

1974 The first 
Emmanuelle. 


But pickings after that get 
pretty slim, at least in En- 
gland. Today, in this age 
of AIDS, that year of the 
Wet Dream Festival is 
beginning to look like the 
Golden Age. bl 
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PURSUIT & CAPTURE 


long. Maybe | can even fix it 
right away.’’ | Know that 
when she sits over there on 
the sofa, she gets the most 
perfect view of my cock. 
Not that it is hanging out, 
but it is lying snug down my 
inner thigh, with the head 
showing very clearly. 

Not once do | lift my head 
to look at her, but | do talk 
to her. Within a minute or 
two, I'll Know if she took the 
bait or not. If not, she'll usu- 
ally get up and tell me that 
she just remembered she 
forgot something in the 
butcher shop, or whatever. 

But if | hear a little stutter- 
ing, or she has to clear her 
throat all the time—then | 
know she is more interested 
in what she sees than in 
what I’m talking about or 
doing. Then I'll drag the job 
out and offer her coffee or 
even a drink. If she accepts 
and seems in no hurry to 
leave—then | know | have 
made a score. Believe me, 
the next day she will bring 
down something else that 
she has just decided might 
as well get fixed. Now, if 
she again accepts coffee or 
whatever, then I'll chat and 
try to figure out what her 
sexual trip is. 

’ll sit down next to her 
and a little later, in a whis- 
pering voice say, ‘Let me 
go and lock the door. You 
know how people would talk 
if they saw us sitting here in 
all innocence.’’ Only two 
women have lost their nerve 
at the last minute. When | 
come back after locking the 
door, I'll sit on a chair oppo- 
site her, allowing her a 
close-up look at my cock. 
But I'll still not let on that it 
is all prearranged. That 
would kill everything for the 
lady—and most of them 
would probably walk out, 
cursing me to hell. | always 
tell her, ‘‘Please stop by — 
and talk whenever you have 
time or want to.”’ | don't 


want to rush a lady or be 
too aggressive, but to let 
her feast on the sight. 

In most cases, when a 
lady is ready for action and 
can hardly control herself, 
she will start telling me 
about the poor relationship 
she has with her husband. 


~ Even how she lately has 


been thinking about an out- 
side affair. 

That’s when you look her 
straight in the eyes, mum- 
bling, ““You mean you 
would really do it?’’ You tell 
her how attractive she is, 
how it shouldn't be any trou- 
ble for such a lovely lady to 
find someone who would 
share her love and cure her 
loneliness. 

— She will get that wild look 
in her eyes and get up. She 
comes over and sits in your 
lap, she reaches in and gets 
hold of your cock. She kiss- 
es you, she sucks your 
tongue into her mouth, then 
cries out. ‘‘Why, why don't 
you make love to me? | find 
you very attractive,’ she 
tells you. 

In most cases she won't 
tell you how she was watch- 
ing your cock. Under no 
circumstances must you let 
on to your little secret. Be- 
fore you know it, she will 
have told her closest girl- 
friend about how she has 
seen your dick, and she'll 
tell her that you are abso- 
lutely unaware she can see 
it. . 

Of course she won't tell 
her that she already fucked 
you a few times. But she 
has her mind on your being 
fucked by her girlfriend 
also—she won't feel so 
guilty if she knows another 
is also involved. She'll feel 
more secure, the two of 
them can cover up for each 
other. 

| am having the time of 
my life this very day with 
two lovely ladies—one is 
married to an attorney, the 


other, her girlfriend, is mar- 
ried to the hardware store 
owner. The store owner's 
wife has but one thing in 
mind—she wants to become 
pregnant. They have been 
married six years and there 
are still no babies. She is 
prepared for anything ... 
she wants that baby. With 
the good Lord's blessing, 
and | aim to help Him— 
she'll have it. 

We have now been rolling 
in the hay together for the 
better part of three 
months—the attorney’s wife 
told me that the reason she 
brought her friend to me 
was solely for me to impreg- 
nate her because she really 
didn’t think the store owner 
was able to. Now we are all 
waiting for the good news. 

| am thirty-six years old, 
and | started this thing of 
mine over ten years ago. | 
have been blessed with 
twenty-two beautiful married 
women. | love married wom- 
en. | started out with a 
couple of divorcees—they 
told me they were hot— 
turned out they were frigid. 
Funny how things are—l go 
Strictly for married women— 
and my ex-wife, | found out, 
is crazy about married 
men—she is thirty-two and 
really going at it as well.— 
Name and address withheld 


Pursuit and capture must 
be the oldest game 
around—and it just keeps 
on getting better. The cave- 
men started it, but we like 
to think it has been refined 
since then. What are the 
best stories involving the 
hunt? Only you can tell us. 
Were you the hunter or the 
hunted? Maybe you’ve 
been both. Share your ex- 
periences; tell the rest of us 
about your special tech- 
niques. Send them to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. 
DM/BV, 1965 Broadway, 
New York, NY 10023-5965. 
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Straight sex is great 
for many, but 
herein we recount 
the adventures 

of those who give 
tongue-lashings 
like you've 

never heard 


Sweet-Mouthed Honey 


Graduates from Fellatio 
Course with Top Boners 
I've been dying to tell some- 
one about the sexual gold 
mine |’ve stumbled onto in 
the past few months; but 
since |’m a teacher and the 
situation involves a student, 
| didn’t dare tell a soul. But | 
can no longer suppress the 
story of my mind-blowing, 
incredible luck. 

It all started last May. | 
am a single, twenty-four- 
year-old high-school teacher 
in a Southern state. Some 
of my female students are 
superdeveloped foxes that 
any guy would happily fuck 
if he had the chance. 

Well, this new girl moved 
into the district and was as- 
signed to my class. And she 
was beautiful! Merilee was 
pale and fragile, with a cas- 
cade of honey-blonde hair, 
exuding innocence and sen- 
Suality. Only eighteen years 
old, she could easily pass 
for a senior college coed. 
Naturally | put her in the 
front row, right in front of my 
desk. From the very first 
day, we seemed to hit it off. 
We exchanged smiles and 
flirtatious glances, which 
conveyed the message that 
we really dug each other. 
But | figured it was really 
only an innocent teacher- 
crush for her, and knowing 
damn well that I'd lose my 
job if | made any advances, 
| just resigned myself to 
mentally undressing and 
fucking her in my dreams. 

After two weeks Merilee 
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pleasantly surprised me by 
stopping by my homeroom 
at the end of a Friday after- 
noon. | was trying to get all 
my papers graded so that 
my weekend would be free. 
She coyly padded up to my 
desk and started some 
small talk about the class 
and the next assignment. 
She had been doing this — 
more and more, and since 
she was a very bright girl— 
if not a little ‘“‘bookish’’—| 
enjoyed it. Having exhaust- 
ed the shoptalk, she 
uncomfortably hesitated, try- 
ing desperately to get to the 
real reason why she had 
come by. Despite her 
bombshell body and beauti- 
ful face, she was really quite 
shy. Finally she said, 
“Some of the girls in my PE 
class were telling me what a 
great athlete you were in 
college—that you were a 
track all-American—and 
they said you taught them 
all about fellatio.’’ After only 
a split-second pause, she 
blurted out, ‘Would you 
teach me the basics too?”’ 

| couldn't believe my © 
ears. | studied her face, and 
there was no brazen, ‘| 
want to suck your cock’’ 
look, but rather a slightly 
timid, ‘‘could you tell me 
where the library is’’ look. 
So | said stupidly, not know- 
ing what else to say, ‘Do 
you know what fellatio is?”’ 
She replied, ‘‘Not really, but 
Jody told me it’s sorta like, 
uh, karate, or, uh, judo, or 
jujitsu or whatever they call 
that Oriental fighting. That 
kind of thing and fellatio are 
about the same, right?”’ 

‘Well, not exactly,”’ | re- 
plied. ‘‘Look, are you 
putting me on, Merilee?”’ 

Beginning to sense that 
something wasn’t right, she 
said, ‘‘No, I’m not. Why? 
Did those girls lie to me 
about your teaching them 
fellatio?”’ | 

Not knowing what to do 


next in this bizarre situation, 
| looked away from Meri- 
lee’s innocent, questioning 
face, and luckily my eyes 
landed on the shelf with the 
reference books on it. | 
pulled down Webster's 
Ninth, found the page with 
fellatio on it and handed the 
dictionary to her, telling her 
to read the definition. 

As soon as she did, her 
face turned a bright crim- 
son, and she dropped the 
dictionary and ran out the 
door. But, again to my con- 
tinuing surprise, she 
returned in five minutes, ex- 
plaining that not only had 
she made a complete fool 
out of herself but had also 
missed her bus. 

| did my best to put her at 
ease, although | must admit 
that it was difficult for me to 
remain at ease myself, and | 
offered her a ride home. 
Well, it turned out that she 
lived in the same large 
apartment complex that | 
did—only in a different 
building. Along the way we 
got into a discussion about 
my college track days, and 
she asked if she could 
come up to see my tro- 
phies. | was so engrossed 
in reliving my old jock days 
that | didn’t give the request 
a second thought at the 
time, and | said, ‘‘Sure.”’ 

Once | was inside, the sit- 
uation dawned on me. So | 
quickly got out my scrap- 
book and fixed myself a 
double on the rocks. Leav- 
ing her to the scrapbook 
and a plain Coke while | 
changed, | also put on an 
original Stones album. 

Merilee didn’t notice when 
| started back into the room, 
because instead of my 
scrapbook, she had her 
eyes glued to a book of 
male and female nudes that 
had been lying on the table 
directly in front of her. | qui- 
etly watched her, not 
wanting to embarrass her 


“lve brought 
you an apple. 
Now ect it,” 

she said and 
parted her 
pussy fo reveal 
a slice that 

she had neatly 
placed 
between her lips 
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What Do You Mean, 
Everything? 

Afdera Franchetti was 
twenty-three when she 
met Henry Fonda, who 
was then married to his 
third wife, Susan Blan- 
chard. Already Afdera 
had caught the attention 
of Ernest Hemingway, 
who once tweaked her 
breasts and said, ‘‘Af- 
dera, you have the most 
marvelous tits.”’ 

In her recently pub- 
lished autobiography, 
Never Before Noon, Af- 
dera notes that her 
stepdaughter-to-be, Jane, 
was then the lover of 
French director Roger 
Vadim. ‘They couldn't 
keep their hands off each 
other. They kept touching 
and kissing. They did ev- 
erything in front of me 
except make love ... | 
sat and watched them. 
With all the necking they 
did in public, | couldn't 
help wondering what 
went on in the 
bedroom.’ 

Afdera and Henry 
eventually got hitched in 
1957, but she says they 
never ‘‘fully explored’”’ 
the sensual and sexual 
dimension. : 

After their separation, 
she decided to ‘‘take the 
plunge’ with director 
John Huston. One day 
she, Huston and the 
John Steinbecks were in 
the swimming pool of a 
castle ‘‘where everyone 
swam naked. It was all 
very erotic.’’ But when 
Huston made a move on 
her, Afdera demurred. 
“Everything about John 
was too long: his arms, 
his legs, his prehistoric 
monkey face— 
everything!’ bed 
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again. | kept myself hidden 
from view, and after giving 
her a great deal of time to 
study the poses of the ad- 
venturesome couples, | 
made a lot of noise making 
my “‘official’’ return. She 
quickly switched back to my 
sports scrapbook. 

She asked for another 
Coke, and when | reminded 
her that her parents were 
probably expecting her to 
be home from school by 
then, she explained that her 
parents were divorced and 
that she lived with her moth- 
er, who worked a four-to- 
midnight shift. It was three- 
fifteen and she asked me 
whether it would be all right 
if she left and came back 
after her mother had gone 
to work. She promised not 
to tell anyone—‘‘ever,’’ she 
added. | suddenly panicked, 
but | agreed anyway, and 
she rushed out. 


At two minutes after four — 


she was back and dressed 
to tease and please. She 
wore a Small tank top, 
which proudly displayed her 
firm, perky tits and pouty 
nipples, and a pair of the 
skimpiest cutoffs I'd ever 
seen, with her scrumptious 
buns oozing deliciously out. 
We talked and danced a 
while before she really 
floored me by saying, “Now 
that | know what fellatio is, 
would you teach me how to 
do it? | really want to learn, 
and |’d love it if you’d show 
me how—right now. I've 
never even seen or touched 
a man’s penis—l've always 
been too scared to when | 
was with boys my own age. 
But | don’t feel scared with 
you—will you let me?”’ My | 
conscience said no, but my 
growing cock said hell yes! 
| let my eyes wander over 
Merilee’s magnificent body, 
thought for an instant about 
the dangers involved if this 
rendezvous were to be dis- 
covered and realized that 


the whole scenario remina- 
ed me that ’’you only have 
one life to live—so get all 
the gusto you can.” And, 
damn, what gusto potential! 
| decided to take the 
plunge. ‘Okay,’ | said, 
‘‘let’s take off our clothes.”’ 
| very slowly removed my 


| shirt while Merilee nervously 


but quickly peeled off her 
top and wriggled out of her 
cutoffs. I'd been to bed with 
about twenty chicks in col- 
lege and was currently 
screwing two different girls 
regularly, but |’d never been 
more aroused than with this 
eighteen-year-old. 

When | removed my 
pants, my throbbing gila 
monster was Merilee’s im- 
mediate focus of attention, 
and she gasped, ‘'It’s 
huge!”’ (| have only a six- 
incher, but it was the first 
erect cock she'd ever 
seen.) | sat on the couch, 
and she knelt in front of me 
and, still quite awed, whis- 
pered, ‘‘What should | do?” 

| patiently instructed her, 
and she eagerly kissed, 
licked and sucked my 
straining prick. An excellent 
student, she learned the ins 
and outs of cocksucking 
quite satisfactorily. Now ad- 
mittedly, |’ve had better 
blowjobs in terms of tech- 
nique, but the whole scene 
with this bewitching beauty 
brought me to a tremendous 
orgasm. At the last instant, 
she lifted her head off my 
exploding lava cone, and a 
river of come spurted all 
over my stomach and chest. 
That turned her on im- 
mensely, and she was all 
over me, licking every drop 
of come off me and sucking 
the last few drops from my 
defaulting rod. She then 
turned up to me and said, 
“Will you do it to me now?” 

| spread her: out and 
opened up her thighs—what 
a humid delight! Her inner 
thighs glistened with her 


love juices, and her cunt 
was already streaming. That 
blowjob had made her 
cream like a dairy cow. She 
writhed and squirmed and 
gurgled with delight as | 
plunged my tongue into her 
juicy love-tunnel and then 
fluttered it against her clit. 
She came again and again 
and then begged me to fuck 
her. | withdrew my tongue 
from her creamy nest and 
protested that she was still a 
virgin. ‘“Yes,’’ she admitted, 
‘‘but I’ve been using my old- 
er sister's vibrator for two 
months, and my pussy is 
more than ready to be 
fucked. Put on a rubber 
though, because | don't 
want to get pregnant. 
Please fuck me! Please 
shove it in my pussy—I'm 
so hot and soaking wet—| 
need it—please!”’ 

| quickly got a rubber and 
fucked her as if my heaven- 
ly salvation depended on it. 
She was moaning and cry- 
ing and saying, ‘I love it! 
Fuck me harder!—harder! 
Fuck me. Fuck me!’’ Was | 
turned on! When | came, | 
thought that I'd die from a 
heart attack—my heart was 
pounding rapidly, and | was 
left panting and gasping for 
breath for about a full three 
minutes. After resting only a 
short while, we started up 
again—sucking and fucking 
until just before midnight, 
when she had to go home. 

And that was only the be- 
ginning. The affair has gone 
on all through the summer, 
and nobody has found out 
about it. She’s now on the 
pill and she regularly dates 
high-school guys, but she 
also comes over to my 
place two nights a week. 

The ultimate, however, 
happened last week on the 
night of my birthday, when 
she told me that she had a 
special treat for me. She 
came over and stripped, 
took my clothes off, 
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grabbed me by my stiffened 
cock and led me into the 
bedroom. She then spreaa- 
eagled herself on the bed 
and said, ‘Since | started 
out as the teacher’s pet and 
you’ve drilled me so well, 
I’ve brought you an apple. 
Come and eat it.’’ With that, 
she parted her pussy lips to 
reveal an apple slice neatly 
placed between the delicate 
pink lips of her sumptuous 
twat. | hungrily ate the fruit 
in her snatch for ten min- 
utes, trying to make the 
pleasure last as long as | 
could. 

| was hard and aching 
and pre-come was almost 
gushing from my cockhead. 
Merilee said, ‘Now | want 
your prick in me, | want you 
to fuck me.’’ She got on top 
of me and took all of my 
heated cock in—and she 
worked wonders on it. The 
muscles of her snatch 
adeptly closed around it, 
squeezing and pulsating. 
Her body moved in a com- 
plementary way as never 
before; she swirled and 
thrusted, all the while her 
expert pussy held and 
worked my rod. | Knew this 
wasn't going to be any pro- 
longed fuck, and my 
pulsations swiftly joined 
hers aS my come creamed 
into her burning channel. | 
was exhausted, and as my 
ardor receded, Merilee’s 
cunt still gently throbbed 
around it. 

Then Merilee smiled down 
at me and said that she had 
been preparing this exercise 
for months to especially im- 
press her teacher, and it 
was the best fuck she'd 
ever had. 

Hell’s bells! Four years of 
screwing college coeds— 
twenty different chicks—and 
I'd never been fucked like 
this by any of them. Believe 
me, teaching does have its 
inspired rewards.—Name 
and address withheld 
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Her Friend Gabs while 
She Gobblies His Gibliet 

| am twenty-one and have to 
be the luckiest guy around. | 
have this beautiful eighteen- 
year-old girlfriend who really 
turns me on. |- usually pick 
her up after school around 
three o’clock and drive her 
home. Her mother and fa- 
ther come home around five 
so we always mess around 
for an hour or so. This girl is 
built so great and is incredi- 
bly experienced! We don't 
screw at all because of her 
fear of getting pregnant. But 
after countless drive-in mov- 
ies, she can suck a dick 
with the best and she can 
jerk me off faster than any- 
one around. 

One day | had just fin- 
ished taking off her white 
blouse and bra, kissed her 
tan belly a dozen times and 
just gotten her skirt off when 
the phone rang. | was al- 
ready naked but finally let 
her go to the kitchen to an- 
swer the phone. Her ass 
has to be the eighth wonder 
of the world and she always 
wears small bikini panties 
that manage to creep up the 
crevice of her ass by the 
end of the day. | almost ex- 
ploded watching that 
gorgeous ass as she slowly 
walked in the kitchen. 

She tried to get rid of her 
friend Carol who was on the 
other end, but it was impos- 
sible and since time was 
running out, she called me 
into the kitchen. While she 
talked on the phone she 
had me stand directly in 
front of her. She spread my 
legs and played with my 
balls, squeezing and bounc- 
ing them. Her eyes never. 
moved from looking at my 
dick and she smiled when it 
Started to throb. She is ever 
so gentle and took her time 
in getting all the hair away 
before she grabbed the 
whole length of my dick. 
She stroked it once and 


watched the small amount 
of fluid rise and overflow out 
the hole. With a fingertip 
she spread this all over the 
tip of my cock. Then she 
started to jerk me off while | 
played with her gorgeous 
breasts. (She has tits that 
stay up without the aid of a 
bra.) After this she started 
sucking me off and since 
Carol was doing most of the 
talking, it wasn’t too hard to 


| do. | love to watch her face 


as she blows me because 
she always lifts those baby 
blue eyes to see if I’m being 
satisfied. It made me laugh 
because Carol must have 
asked her if she was eating 
something because my girl 
said, ‘“Yes, as a matter of 
fact, |am eating some- 
thing—a big lollipop!” 

| was almost ready to 
come and she knew it so 
she started pumping fast. 
She quickly told Carol to 
‘hold on,’’ and she dropped 
the receiver in her lap, 
grabbed the back of my 
thighs and drained the 
spewing come from my 
pulsing, aching dick. 

When she finally got off 
the phone | kept kidding her 
about getting a job with the 
phone company. They could 
use talent like that!—N.W.,, 
Elizabeth, N.J. 


Head and tail can conjure 
up thoughts of two sides of 
a coin. We expand on that 
to mean two ends of a per- 
son—in other words, fore 
and aft. It is the “other 
side’”’ of what is generally 
thought of as straight fuck- 
ing. From our mail, it seems 
as if head and tail games 
are even more common 
than regular sex. What do 
you think? What are your 
special techniques, tricks or 
turn-ons? Tell the world! 
Send your letters to: Pent- 
house Letters, Dept. DM/ 
BV, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, NY 10023-5965. 


READING AROUND 


Blow-up 

Model Lisa Marie and ac- 
tor Rodney Harvey were 

enjoying themselves at a 


Sunset Boulevard motel 


in Los Angeles recently. 
Moreover, their steamy 
goings-on were being re- 
corded by a photography 
crew. Somebody called 
the cops. 

‘‘We got a call that 
they were taking pictures 
of a young lady looking 
as if she was... per 
forming an oral sex act,”’ 
an LAPD spokesman told 
New York magazine. 

When the police ar- 
rived, the leading man 
attempted to walk off the 
set. A cop grabbed him, 
the actor took a swing, 
and both men fell 
through a window. 

Unfortunately for the 
cops, this wasn't just an- 
other porn shoot. Lisa 
and Rodney were posing 
for a fashion spread slat- 
ed for publication in 
Rolling Stone. 

Undaunted, the cops 
charged Harvey with as- 
sault and the photo- 
grapher with interfering 
with his arrest. 

‘They [Lisa and Rod- 
ney] never posed as if 


they were having oral 
sex,’’ claimed Stone 
fashion editor Laurie 
Schechter. “The cops 


overreacted.”’ be 
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PENTHOUSE LETTERS ART COLLECTOR'S SPECIAL EDITION 


Paul Avril (1849-1928), ne Edouard-Henri Avril; 

a painter and illustrator of the French school, is best 
remembered as a popular illustrator of fin de siecle books. 
His elegant and technically expert images appeared 

in such highbrow volumes as Octave Uzanne’s fashionable 
The Mirror of the World. His highly individualistic style 

of romanticized naturalism approached 
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photographic realism and carried over into his 

erotic imagery—as sexually explicit as any done before 

or since. Publisher Charles Hirsch commissioned him to illus- 
trate luxury editions of pornography, including the 

Manual of Classical Erotology. The illustrations shown here . 
are from the 1908 edition of Histoire de Saturnin.—C.J. 
Scheiner, art curator to Penthouse Letters 
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A man 
rekindling an 
old flame 
finds that she 
burns for 
more than just 
his hard 
log, and their 
twosome 
becomes a torrid 
threesome— 
great balls of 
fire! 


Recently | had the most outrageously 
erotic experience of my life. | feel an ac- 
count of it to your readers is in order. To 
begin with, | am thirty-one years of age, 
six feet tall and quite good-looking. | 
have always had more than my share of 
lovely women along the way. Until sever- 
al weeks ago, in fact, | thought my days 
of sexual discovery were for the most 
part past. But | was wrong. 

It all began two weeks ago. By chance 
| encountered a young woman, Marti, 
with whom | had been now and then in- 
volved during college. Marti looked as 
beautiful as always. If anything, she had 
improved with time. We hugged and 
kissed and spent the next twenty min- 
utes catching up. She was late for an ap- 
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pointment, so we made a dinner date for 
the following Saturday evening and she 
rushed off. 

When the hour of our engagement ar- 
rived, | took Marti to a small, softly lit, inti- 
mate restaurant where everything went 
extremely well. We found it as easy as 
ever to communicate with each other. 
Several hours and two bottles of cham- 
pagne later, we went to a disco for after- 
dinner drinks. The place was in full swing 
when we arrived. Marti and | spotted a 
place to stand and | fought my way to the 
bar for the drinks. Waiting for the bar- 
tender’s attention, | was surprised by a 
pair of hands suddenly covering my 
eyes. Wondering who was their owner— 
and whose breasts were pressed 
against my back—I looked over my 
shoulder into the eyes of one of my fa- 
vorite past lovers, Bonnie. 

‘‘Michael!’’ she squealed, and gave 
me a crushing hug. She looked incredi- 
ble. Her honey-blonde hair was a sea of 
soft curls, falling to the middle of her 
back. Her body and sparkling green 
eyes were still as perfect as they'd been 
during those passion-filled evenings in 
my college apartment. | took Bonnie's 


hand in mine and led her toward Marti. 

Marti appeared perplexed when | re- 
turned, cocktails in one hand and Bonnie 
in the other. | quickly introduced them to 
each other. Marti asked, ‘‘Are you the 
Bonnie I’ve heard so much about?” 

‘| imagine | am,’’ Bonnie replied. 
“And you’re Marti—college-days 
Marti?” 

‘‘That’s me!”’ Marti laughed. 

“Well, this is quite a coincidence!’ 

The conversation, influenced by en- 
tirely too much alcohol, became amaz- 
ingly open and personal. Marti asked 
Bonnie how her luck had been with men 
in the city where she now lived. ‘‘My luck 
with men hasn’t been so great,’ Bonnie 
said. ‘‘l’ve done better with women.” 

| knew Bonnie had experimented with 
bisexuality years before and what she 
said now really didn’t shock me. What 
did surprise me was that she would be 
so open with Marti. Although slightly tak- 
en aback by Bonnie’s remark, Marti 
didn’t seem repulsed or uncomfortable. 
Rather, she wanted to know about Bon- 
nie’s lesbian experiences. 

Bonnie said her experiences had be- 
gun with an extremely feminine and 
beautiful roommate during her sopho- 
more year at college. | was absolutely 
fascinated, listening to these two wom- 
en. When we were joined by a few 
friends of mine, Bonnie and Marti ended 
their conversation. Marti asked me to 
take her home. We left and went to my 
apartment, where we immediately melt- 
ed into each other’s arms and made pas- 
sionate love until the early morning. 

As we lay holding one another close, 
Marti said that for as long as she could 
remember, she’d had a burning curiosity 
to experience another woman's body. 
Years before, as an eighteen-year-old, 
she had often invited her closest friend at 
school to sleep over. One night as she 
slept, Marti had awakened to the gentle 
caress of her friend’s hands on her firm 
young breasts. Instead of turning away 


_ or startling her friend, she’d pretended to 


be asleep as her friend’s fingers found 
their way to the damp cotton panties be- 
tween her legs. 

Marti had never reciprocated in those 
evenings of sexual adventure, but she 
invited her friend over many times again, 
always anticipating her touch and atten- 
tion. She’d gone as far as letting her best 
friend’s lips taste her nipples and her 
friend’s fingers enter her virginal pussy. 
Their encounters had ended when her 
girlfriend moved out of state with her 
family. But those special evenings had 
left their mark upon Marti’s sexual 
awareness. No wonder she was so 
turned on to Bonnie. Bonnie's perfect 
body, the softness of her blonde hair 
and, most importantly, her total feminini- 
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ty made Marti’s imagination swell with the 
anticipation of an encounter with her. 

| was captivated by a vision of these two 
exceptionally beautiful women actually 
exploring each other's body. My cock be- 
gan to harden rapidly. How outrageously 
erotic if this dream could actually become 
a reality! 

‘How serious are you about spending 
time with Bonnie?”’ | whispered. Marti 
didn't know quite what to say. ‘‘Bonnie is 
very free, you know. She’s always been 
uninhibited. If you're really interested, |’m 
sure | could work it out for you. I'll soeak to 
her, if you like.”’ 

Marti fixed her eyes on mine and asked 
softly, “If | agree to live out this fantasy, will 
you be there? Can the three of us make it 
together instead of just she and |?’’ She 
laid her head on my shoulder and added, 
‘You've experienced her before. If you 
were there, it would make me feel much 
more confident and secure. | really want 
to,’' Marti confided. ‘‘l’m just so 
inexperienced.’’ 

“PI talk to her,’ | said. ‘“‘lf the mood 
seems right, I'll see what she thinks.”’ 

With that, Marti held me close and we 
began to make love again. When | left her 
in front of her house the following morn- 
ing, | promised to talk to Bonnie. 

| saw Bonnie that afternoon and, as | ex- 
pected, she was excited and flattered by 
the whole idea. | explained Marti’s special 
request that | participate in the sensual ad- 
venture. | cited the insecurity that Marti felt 
about being alone with her. Several min- 
utes passed. | awaited Bonnie's re- 
sponse. My pulse quickened when a 
wonderful, rather naughty smile appeared 
on her lovely face. Leaning across the 
sofa, she slid her arms around me, gently 
kissed me and said, ‘‘How about this 
weekend! Will that be all right with you and 
Marti?” | almost fainted. 

That Saturday evening, | waited impa- 
tiently in the hotel suite | had taken for this 
special occasion—champagne on ice, ro- 
mantic music playing softly, lights 
dimmed, candles lit near the huge quilt- 
covered bed. The ladies were to arrive at 
eight. Dinner was at nine. 

As | sat sipping champagne and enjoy- 


ing the evening skyline view through the 


window, there came a knock at the door. | 
had seen Marti look lovely many times be- 
fore, but never like this. She was exqui- 
site. A shimmering black silk dress clung 
to her body as if it had been painted on. 
Her large nipples, already swollen, 
pressed visibly against the sleek fabric. 
The curve of her large breasts was ac- 
cented by a single strand of white pearls. 
As | led her to a large armchair, | focused 
on her perfect legs and firm ass. Her 
shoulder-length hair framed her sparkling 
eyes and full red lips in the warm candle 
glow. 
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Just then Bonnie arrived. She walked 
slowly into the suite and her eyes immedi- 
ately found Marti’s from across the room. 
The curves of Bonnie’s voluptuous body 
beneath the crimson red velvet she wore 
were obvious. Her pointed breasts were 
like Marti’s, the nipples visibly rigid. The 
electricity in the air was explosive. 

As we all talked and drank champagne, 
| saw them stealing glances at each oth- 
er’s straining nipples. | sensed their rising 
hunger to taste what they were looking at. 

The evening slipped by. After dinner, 
Marti sat on the edge of the bed. | felt my 
heart race as Bonnie rose from her chair 
and went over to her. No words were ex- 
changed as Bonnie’s graceful hands be- 
gan carefully to massage the other’s neck 
and shoulders. | watched fascinated as 
Marti arched her neck so that her tresses 
fell onto Bonnie’s full breasts. | heard the 
girls’ breathing become deep and la- 
bored. My own breathing quickened and 
my temperature rose as | watched Bon- 
nie’s polished fingernails work beneath 
Marti’s sheer dress. Marti began to moan, 
her large breasts cupped in Bonnie’s 
hands. | watched, spellbound, as Bonnie 
helped Marti to her feet. Bonnie now sat 
on the corner of the large bed. Silently 
Bonnie lowered the black silk from Marti’s 
shoulders. Neither woman took her eyes 
from the other. 

| caught my breath as Marti’s rose- 
tipped breasts finally swung free. The nip- 
ples were swollen and rigid. | stared as 
Bonnie’s long tongue ran across their un- 
dersides, leaving wet trails shining in the 
candlelight. Bonnie began to run her 
hands up along Marti’s long legs, disap- 
pearing under the black silk. Marti mean- 
while unfastened the front of her dress 
until it opened, revealing tiny, black lace 
panties. Bonnie’s mouth closed greedily 
around one of Marti’s swollen pink nip- 
ples. Throwing her head back, Marti 
gasped. Bonnie's lips were now wander- 
ing across Marti’s torso, kissing and 
licking. 

By now | was panting with excitement, 
my cock straining the zipper of my pants. 
Bonnie took Marti by the hand and led her 
to one of the large chairs near the window. 
Marti seemed almost in a trance. Bonnie 
knelt between Marti’s gorgeous legs, 
spreading them open and running her 
hands over them. Marti eventually lifted 
her ass from the chair to let Bonnie roll the 
panties—soaked with her musky wet- 
ness—down over her perfectly formed 
thighs, calves, ankles and feet, still en- 
cased in black high heels. After what 
seemed an eternity, Bonnie attained her 
goal, the tuft of damp curls between her 
new lover’s legs. : 

_ | got up and sat on the carpet next to the 
girls and watched breathlessly as Bon- 
nie'’s fingers disappeared into Marti’s 


waiting pussy. She firmly but carefully 
probed deeper with each stroke, until 
three fingers were entirely buried inside of 
Marti’s throbbing cunt. Marti’s body trem- 
ored and her eyes fixed on the other's an- 
gelic face. Slowly Bonnie withdrew her 
nectar-soaked fingers. Marti watched en- 
tranced as they moved to her breasts, 
smearing the juices of her heated cunt in 
circular traces across her hardened nip- 
ples. Leaning forward between Marti’s 
thighs, Bonnie kissed the heaving breasts, 
pulling and squeezing the swollen nipples. 

Marti was in ecstasy, shunting her head 
involuntarily from side to side. | was 
amazed—and so was Bonnie, | think— 
when Marti suddenly took Bonnie's fra- 
grant fingers and hungrily stuffed them 
into her mouth. | looked on as her passion- 
inspired tongue cleaned her own cunt 
juice from Bonnie’s fingers. Bonnie 
moaned and removed her mouth from 
Marti’s full breasts to the dripping cunt be- 
low. She placed her red lips greedily over 
the swollen clit between Marti’s trembling 
thighs. Marti screamed as her lover en- 
gulfed the swollen pearl of her lust. 

Never had | been more turned-on. Bon- 
nie’s blonde curls brushed the softness of 
the other’s thighs. | could hear the mois- 
ture being sucked from Marti’s cunt. | 
quickly stood and removed my clothes. 
Marti gaped at my straining cock as it was 
released from my pants. Her fingers encir- 
cled it and guided it into her open mouth. 
Bonnie's tongue was now probing the in- 
terior of Marti’s inflamed cunt. | was trans- 
ported by this dream coming true. 

Bonnie’s angelic face was pressed 
deep into the other’s fragrant cunt. The 
wetness was visible on the smooth skin of 
her face. Marti spread her legs wider 
apart, welcoming the tongue that probed 
her pussy. Her hand was on Bonnie's 
slender neck, and she pulled her even 
closer, urging her to invade her pussy as 
deeply as possible. 

My cock, never harder, was being 
forced into Marti’s soft mouth. | soon felt 
the come inside me boiling. But Marti sud- 
denly took my cock from her mouth. She 
stood up and helped Bonnie to her feet. 
She then told Bonnie to lie back in the 
chair where she had just been. Bonnie 
settled back on the soft cushions as Marti 
moved in between her thighs and began 
exploring Bonnie’s breasts, pulling her 
nipples and rotating them between her fin- 
gers. Marti leaned forward and their 
mouths met. They were locked in a pas- 
sion-filled kiss, Marti tasting her own 
sweet juices on Bonnie's face. 

| watched expectantly as Marti slowly 
kissed her way down to the other’s nip- 
ples. Without hesitating, her eager lips 
closed over Bonnie’s rose-tipped breasts 
and straining taut nipples. 

Bonnie sighed. Turning her attentions to 
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me, she pulled me close and sucked my 
prick greedily into her warm mouth. Marti 
quit mouthing Bonnie’s tits and descenda- 
ed to the wet, fragrant cunt that was press- 
ing against her. | watched intently as 
Marti—for the first time—lowered her 
beautiful face to the dripping pussy before 
her and pressed her nose and mouth into 
the pink slit. She moaned and whined as 
the taste of a woman’s hot cunt invaded 
her senses. She lapped her new lover's 
cunt with increasing speed until Bonnie 
convulsed in a volcanic orgasm. 

Bonnie and Marti, after leaving their im- 
passioned embrace, helped me to the 
chair. My pulse quickened as they 
kneeled on either side of me, their lovely 
hands fondling my cock and balls. | 
watched closely as they took turns engulf- 
ing my prick in their mouths. Their hands 
were everywhere, stroking my buttocks, 
caressing my balls, gently running over 
the length of my shaft. | felt my orgasm 
building as Marti’s fingers worked wildly 
on my cock. When the eruption of come 
began, Marti closed her lips over the head 
of my cock and filled her hungry mouth 
with my hot, pearly fluid. Bonnie quickly 
replaced her and did the same as my prick 
continued spurting. 

Come was everywhere. Thick, wet 
drops clung to the women’s faces and 
strands of it hung from Bonnie's blonde 
curls. | caught my breath as she leaned 
across my thighs and pulled Marti’s face 
to her own. She licked and sucked the 
warm come from Marti’s lovely face. In a 
sexually charged kiss, they locked their 
lips together and exchanged my come be- 
tween them. My mind reeled! 

We continued our lovemaking for the 
entire night, utilizing every possible com- 
bination of positions. After we’d enjoyed 
more orgasms than we could count, we 
fell asleep, content and satisfied. 

In the morning | awoke to find the girls 
nestled comfortably on either side of me. 
When they woke up, the three of us show- 
ered together, popped one more bottle of 
champagne and drank a toast to our spe- 
cial friendship. Then the three of us 
climbed back into bed and pulled up the 
covers, knowing we would enjoy many 
more special times together.—M.S., 
Stamford, Conn. 


Submissions for Letter of the Month 
should be no more than five thousand 
words. Each month we will select the 
most original and titillating letter from 
those submitted. If you’d like the thrill of 
knowing that you give mail that’s as good 
as your tail, send your letters to Pent- 
house Letters, Letter of the Month, 1965 
Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 


Two probing lovelies about to embark on 
a journey of sapphic sexploration. 
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- Away on her orgasmic odyssey and 
without a VCR, Claudia indulges in retro chic 

and does It the old-fashioned 

way, in the dark—viewing films, that is 


Distinguishing the erotic from the exe- 
crable, our perspicacious and ebul- 
lient reviewer comments on current X- 
rated films and videotapes, frequently 
focusing on those that stir the mind as 
well as the privy parts. She considers 
everything from romantic, one-on-one 
fuck scenes to kinky wall-to-wall or- 
gies, and she incorporates her obser- 
vations in thematic essays. 


Was it Manhattanitis? Or wanderlust? 
Depression? 

Whatever the cause, | found myself 
in the winterless wonderland of Los An- 
geles. | persisted in not going home un- 
til the deadline for this column was 
staring me smack-dab in the kisser. 
What to do? Alas, my plethora of tapes, 
not to mention my trusty VCR, was 
back in New York City. | pondered a 
hasty return—and shuddered at the 
thought. There had to be another way. 

Suddenly, a chorus of voices—may- 
be the angels of that like-named city— 
whispered sweetly in my ear, ‘‘It’s sim- 
ple, you stupid jerk. Believe it or not, 
there was erotica before the invention 
and proliferation of home video record- 
ers. The ‘think music”’ from ‘‘Jeopar- 
dy’’ filled my head. Impatiently the 
angels began futzing with their wings 
and muttering among themselves. | 
caught one saying, ‘‘She’s no Al Gold- 
Stein, that’s for sure.’’ Finally they hol- 
lered harmonically en masse, ‘‘Review 
theatrical releases, Swifty!’’ Then, as 
quickly as they'd come, they were 
gone—and | hadn't even had a chance 
to thank them. 

Ah yes, the XXX-movie theater. | 
flicked an imaginary ash from my 
make-believe stogie. (Goldstein 
smokes a cigar.) It had been years: A 
return to my roots—reviewing films the 
old-fashioned way, in the dark, in a 
public place, with the public right there 
in person. 

What a concept! 

Hell! | realized how |’d been side- 
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tracked by technology. Ordinarily now- 
adays, | sit alone in my apartment, 
watching a tiny TV screen. The experi- 
ence is antiseptic, bordering on sterile. 
Isolated, except for brief encounters 
with Joe, my UPS man, who comes 
bearing tapes. Joe is my only contact 
with the outside world. Joe is my life- 
line. My best friend. My only friend. . . 

Yes, | decided, |’d do it—boldly go 
where hardly anybody goes anymore. 
Or do they? This could be interesting; 
besides, | was desperate. 

So | ventured into the old, four-hun- 
dred-seat Pussycat Theatre on a sunny 
Friday afternoon for a double feature. 
Seated within its stygian interior were 
twenty-five, maybe thirty, males of vari- 
ous ages—and me. |'d forgotten that 
women aren't usually in attendance. | 
felt uncomfortable; | think | made the 
other patrons uncomfortable, too, es- 
pecially when | began scribbling in my 
notebook. The guys were all sitting sin- 
gly and apart from one another. Appar- 
ently, going to porn theaters isn’t 
conducive to male bonding. 

Female Aggressors, produced and 
directed by Paul Norman, soon filled 
the big, big screen. Actually, though, 
it's a little, little movie. The sound for 
dialogue and even voice-overs was al- 
most unintelligible; fortunately, there 
wasn't much of it. The premise of the 
plot—some chicks sitting around, talk- 
ing about their conquests—first shows 
a fourway consisting of three girls and 
one guy in a sorority house. 

In the next tableau, nurse Nina Hart- 
ley—always cute and sexy—is prep- 
ping a male patient for surgery. (This 
activity elicited nervous laughter from 
the audience. Personally, | didn’t see 
anything funny about shaving pubic 
hair with a straight razor.) Nurse and 
patient are soon sexing it up, and 
Nina's making monkey sounds while 
her nostrils flare with excitement. 

In another scene, Vanessa D’Oro, a 
very pretty and well-endowed Latino- 


looking lady, gets it on with two young 
studs. This one is my choice for best 
sex scene in the movie. The three of 
them move well together, undulating in 
a very erotic, slow rhythm. The con- 
cluding scene features Amber Lynn 
wrestling (in a gym, with mats and ev- 
erything) amacho jock. Somebody for- 
got to choreograph It, however, which 
is too bad, for this might have been not 
only an exceedingly hot scene but a 
unique one. 

One quick word about lighting— 
‘‘muddy’’—and we'll call this a review. 

The second feature, Lust on the Ori- 
ent Xpress, produced and directed by 
Tim McDonald, is a big movie. The 
sets, the technical quality, the talent, 
the music, the wardrobe all scream of a 
liberal budget. Nick (John Leslie) and 
his wife, Nora (Gina Carrera) have a 
dog named Pasta. They write sexy 
mystery novels. There are numerous, 
humorous allusions to some of the fa- 
mous characters of detective literature. 
Despite the murders, missing bodies, 
devious plots and counterplots there is 
always time for sex. To fit in nicely with 
the plot, most of the sexual encounters 
are rationalized as ruses for getting in- 
formation or goods. 

My favorite tryst in this one involves 
Gina Carrera and the club-car bartend- 
er, Francois Pappion. Pappion, inci- 
dentally, Keeps getting more muscular; 
the slim, well-muscled young man | re- 
viewed a few years ago Is now well on 
his way toward the bulky, anatomy- 
chart look of a professional body- 
builder, almost to the point of being 
unrecognizable. His glutei maximi are 
so muscular that the butterfly tattoo on 
one bun is practically hidden in the 
shadows cast by his rippling muscles. 
One telltale anatomical trait remains 
unchanged on the well-developed (not 
necessarily improved) Pappion: his 
thick dick. One glimpse of that beauti-_ 
fully curved organ and | know immedi- 
ately who is attached to it. As it 
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happens, Gina’s shapely tits have a 
similar curve, ending at her firm, heav- 
en-pointed nipples. The effect of this 
symmetry is quite pleasant. 

The others in the theater seemed to 
grow a mite restless during periods of 
plot exposition, but they enjoyed the 
well-played slapstick humor and, of 
course, the sex. | enjoyed all of it. Lust 
on the Orient Xpress is available for 
$59.95 from Video Mailorder Co., 
7920 Alabama Ave., Canoga Park, 
Calif. 91804-4991. Tel: 800-423-5106 
(in Calif. 818-992-6170). 

My best reward for seeking out the- 
atrically released material was two 
films by that master of eroticism, Alex 
de Renzy. To quote a knowledgeable 
friend of mine who is a fan of de 
Renzy’s, ‘‘God, that guy really under- 
Stands lust.”’ 

The first of these films, Let’s Get It 
On!, presents a series of vignettes in- 
troduced by kittenish Katie Thomas. 
This luscious brunette looks more like 
an all-American centerfold than a porn 
player, and she plays a dizzy airhead 
very believably. 

The initial vignette features Amber 
Lynn as a disgruntled wife. Her seduc- 
tion line is a pouty ‘‘My husband's a 
cold fish,’’ spoken just before she 
Starts stripping and squirming toward 
her sexual conquest. We are witness to 
the success of this approach twice— 
once with Tom Byron (his wife being 
Amber’s best friend and ex-sorority 
sister) and once with Keisha, who 
plays Tom's wife. 

De Renzy really cooks when he films 
the ladies doing it together. None of 
that namby-pamby, weaker-sex shit. 
No tender touches or long looks deep 
into one another's eyes. The jungle 
drum-music begins and these two are 
all over each other. Amber twists Kel- 
sha’s big nipples hard and long, witha 
lusty detachment worthy of the most 
macho man. Keisha’s no wimp, either. 
Both women have very attractive geni- 
talia, and de Renzy demonstrates that 
he certainly has a way with the wide- 
open beaver shot. | think you'll enjoy 
the passion as well as the aesthetics. 
My only complaint about the scene 
concerns Amber's fake nails—they 
look terrible. Much too obviously fake. 
Even their undersides are red. The 
hunks of plastic glued onto her fingers 
are distracting. The sight of them re- 
minded me of that late-night commer- 
cial for “press On., .. press-ona.s 
press on’ nails. 

‘‘Now, do you want to learn how to 
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be teenage nymphomaniacs or not?” 
John Leslie (playing himself) demands 
of two young ladies (Melissa Melendez 
and Brittany Stryker) who have come 
to him for ‘‘acting’’ lessons. Well, they 
do want to learn and a hot, inventive 
threeway is soon underway. A back- 
and-forth fuck-and-suck sequence 
shows Leslie's extraordinary powers 
of physical coordination. One thrust 
down, into a twat, and then one thrust 
up, into a mouth. Down. Pull out. Up. 
Pull out. The rhythm stays constant un- 


til the explosive climax approaches. Af- 
terwards, pretty little Katie flashes a 
coy smile and informs us that “| was 
Sstickin’ to my sheets after that one.” 
Joey Silvera and Gail Force put ona 
photographer-and-model skit that 
ends in coital activity. Gail's softened 
New Wave look is hot. Her platinum- 
blonde, black-rooted hair is moussed 
almost into a wild mane—it’s not quite 
spiky. But the piece de resistance of 
this highly styled femme is her pubic 
hairdo, which is dark brown, trimmed 
short and shaved on the sides. It can 
be described as a vaginal mohawk. As 
for Ms. Force’s not-so-private parts, 
her breasts are unusual. One appears 
to be a bit smaller than the other and, 
though both are relatively small, they 
hang as if they are much bigger. | think 
we'd need an Isaac Newton to figure 
this one out. In any case, she’s really 
fun to look at. 7 
In a vignette that combines a woman 
of experience and one who’s naive, 
Ashley Brown plays the older, wiser 
partner and Amanda Jane her prote- 
gee. The casting here is great. Ashley 
has a Scandinavian look, with straight 


blonde hair and darkly tanned skin. 
Amanda’s look is totally natural (ex- 
cept for those goddamn nails she bor- 
rowed from Amber). Her skin is pale, 
creating a nice contrast to Ashley's tan. 
Her twat is very pink and pretty. There 
are wonderful shots of it throughout the 
scene. As the tryst progresses, an omi- 
nous tone emerges. Our Scandinavian 
tutor won't shut up; she keeps talking 
and talking in a soft, raspy voice. The 
things she says get weirder and 
weirder. And though it strikes me as a 


Amber Lynne burning up calories in a 
novel diet from Female Aggressors. 


little creepy when she says, ©‘ Your pus- 
sy is talking to me, telling me what it 
wants,’ the little virgin is undisturbed 
and keeps squirming under her. By the 
time Ashley is fucking Amanda's pretty 
twat with her nipple and wants ‘‘the 
mother’s milk to go in,’ |’m convinced 
that we’ve got a real sicko on our 
hands. It’s erotically disturbing and 
very unlike run-of-the-mill porn. Alex 
de Renzy doesn't limit himself to pre- 
senting sex on-screen; he seems to be 
out to give his audience a mind fuck. 

That this filmmaker not only under- 
stands lust, but understands his audi- 
ence too becomes apparent in the next 
part of Let’s Get It On! 

It begins with Shanna McCullough 
examining her body in the mirror. The 
presence of a dimple on her thigh, to- 
gether with a chubby tummy, con- 
vinces the full-figured lady that she's 
out of shape. We learn that she is sick 
of riding her bike for exercise. Vocally 
she fantasizes about the weight she 
could lose, and the muscle tone she 
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could develop, by being a sex slave. 
She outlines the conditions precisely 
for such an undertaking. ‘‘It’s not like 
something you'd want to do with your 
boyfriend. It would have to be with 
someone you didn't know, someone 
you d never see again.’’ Bingo! A ma- 
jor key to fantasy is that it’s an isolated 
event that has no possibility of having 
any effect on your real life. 

Our would-be masochist drifts off to 
sleep, muttering the mantra of the 
physically fit—‘‘No pain, no gain.”’ Ja- 
mie Gillis and Mauve De Noir appear. 
Clad in black leather and ready to fulfill 
Shanna’s secret desires, Jamie plays 


Taija Rae, looking very pretty in pink, 
from Alex de Renzy’s Baby Face 2. 


the sadist of every female maso- 
chists’s dreams. | refrain from recount- 
ing the action, but rest assured that the 
ensuing scene is full-blown and com- 
pletely uncompromising. 

Anticipation, a tool of eroticism that’s 
often ignored in the instant-gratification 
mind-set of the eighties, comes into 
play here. Despite the super variety, 
quantity-and quality of the sexual en- 
counters we witness in this film, Katie, 
our pretty born-to-be-fucked hostess, 
has been merely a cock-tease. Flash- 
ing a big, dark nipple now and then. 
Sprawling seductively on a double bed 

. alone. Emitting the snow-queen 
aura of a fifties cheerleader, she seems 
to be saying, ‘'l’'ll show the whole stadi- 
um my panties, but no one can ever, 
ever touch me.”’ Even with my undeni- 


ably female point of view, | started won- 
dering if this little bird was ever going to 
put up or shut up. 

| won't tell if she does or doesn't. If 
you want to know, you'll just have to 
see for yourself; Katie isn’t the only 
tease. 

If you're sick and tired of my raving 
about de Renzy, you'd better skip a few 
paragraphs while | review Baby Face 
2. The first part of the movie is ground- 
ed in reality. There’s lots of authentic 
fucking. Natural daylight adds a nice vi- 
sual quality. The true-to-life touches 
are rendered in words—"‘Hurry, I'm 
gonna be late’’—and in action, such as 


when an overheated couple decides to 
get it on in an abandoned shed be- 
cause there's no place else. The char- 
acters, too, are recognizably real: For 
example, the crabby postcoital shed 
lady (Lois Ayers) is in a snit because 
there’s come all over her and no place 
to wipe it. A well-known hazard of shed 
SEX. 

The film’s sense of reality begins 
eventually to recede, however. A sexy 
bachelorette party for Careena Collins 
features all the wanted trappings of 
fantasy. The lady who caters the party 
brings along every kind of dildo, body 
oil, vibrator, videotape, lingerie and ex- 
otic sex toy Known to woman. (It’s a 
hen party, you see.) A real entrepre- 
neur, she also brings her product order 
book. The girls try to convince them- 
selves of the wonderfully wild time they 
are having, but the scene has a forced, 
embarrassed, coy tone. They giggle 


too much and too loudly. They make tn- 
Sinuating jokes as they dutifully toy with 
the toys and they make no contact with 
each other. Basically the girls are just 
Squirreling and trying too hard. Please 
note that this is not a criticism of the ac- 
tresses—or, indeed, a criticism at all. 
The payoff renders this seemingly 
inane and uncomfortably overacted 
segment into a testimony to the integri- 
ty of the whole piece and the talent of 
the players. 

The girls at the party are giddily gath- 
ered to witness a scantily clad stud 
burst from a cardboard cake. They 
wait. Nothing. They knock. Nothing. Fi- 


Mammarific mama Taija shot from 
above. Now he’s pretty well in pink. 


nally they open the lid. A cloud of 
smoke rises and a coughing, grungy 
Jamie Gillis, dressed in a dirty T-shirt, 
baggy boxer shorts and blue socks 
struggles out of the cake, clutching a 
beer and a smelly looking cigar. Thus 
begins one of the all-time great comic 
scenes in porn. 

He's drunk. He's a mess. He could 
use a shave and a shower. He per- 
forms a striptease parody worthy of the 
late Ernie Kovacs. He bares a bun by 
pulling the shorts up into his crack; a tit 
by pulling up the awful T-shirt. “Wanna 
see the other one?’ he slurs. ‘“‘Looks 
about the same but it’s different.” 
When the ladies want more, when his 
boss, the entrepreneur, starts to get 
angry, he insists on doing “a little floor 
work.’ 
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| was dying. Jamie was terrific, roll- 
ing around and striking really ridicu- 
lous poses. When his audience calls 


for a hard-on, he grins a silly grin and— 


warns them, “‘If | get hard, it'll put a 
spell on you.”’ The ladies laugh. ‘‘Aph- 
rodite, goddess of love, give me the 
power to cast this spell,’’ he intones, 
dead serious now. A gusty wind blows 
through the house, lights flash in a 
pulsing electric blue. Nothing is forced 
now. Nobody’s laughing. Magic. Fan- 
tasy. Lust. Passion. The sex-toy queen 
grabs a red candle and masturbates 
with fury. Stacey Donovan and Taija 
Rae go at each other for real on the 


Baby Face 2 demonstrates the two- 
handed joystick technique. 


couch. Lois, who has been enamored 
of a vibrator throughout, gives in to her 
desires and passionately investigates 
the joys of woman and machine. Sexy 
lingerie is madly torn from sexy bodies, 
impediments to lust. Gillis is trans- 
formed psychologically and emotional- 
ly, but not physically—he still needs a 
shave—into the kind of wild, domineer- 
ing, erotic stud that has made him fa- 
mous. He puts Careena through some 
incredible paces. The orgy goes on 
and on, and it never gets boring. This is 
erotic fantasy at its best. Alex de Renzy 
understands everything and shoots it 
all beautifully. 

In the name of Aphrodite, do yourself 
a favor and see both de Renzy films— 
Baby Face 2 and Let’s Get It On! Avail- 
able on cassette for $59.95 each from 
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VCA Pictures, 9333 Oso Ave., Chats- 
worth, Calif. 91311. Tel: 800-458-4336 
(in Calif. 818-993-5888). 

In order to make a fair comparison of 
the big and little screens, | managed to 
wrangle the loan of a VCR and to visit a 
local video outlet. (Had | thought of this 
plan sooner, | wouldn’t have had to lis- 
ten to those abusive angels.) Anyway, | 
must admit it was pleasant to remain 
where | was quartered and merely pop 
in a tape. 

An oldie, Heavenly Desire, pro- 
duced and directed by Jaacov Jaa- 
covi, proves just how much porn has 
changed since 1979. Definitely vintage 


stuff. Plain and simple, this is a movie 
with graphic sex, not graphic sex in the 
guise of being a movie. Serena and 
Johnny Keys are the main players, 
along with a young Seka (who's al- 
ways been hot) and a youthful, slim, 
well-groomed Jamie Gillis. A treatise 
on the New. Morality (which, of course, 
has now been superseded by a return 
to an older morality), it contains a plot 
twist that made me revise my notes af- 
ter |'d seen the scene. (I often jot down 
what happens next before the scene 
occurs; until Heavenly Desire, |'d al- 
ways been right.) | was surprised and 
even kind of pleased to be wrong. | 
shan’t spoil this take for you. If you've 
seen Heavenly Desire, you already 
know of what | speak. If you haven't, 
see it. It's $59.95 from VCA Pictures, 
9333 Oso Ave., Chatsworth, Calif. 
91311. Tel. 800-458-4336 (in Calif. 
818-993-5888). 


The very fact that the enjoyment of 
filmed erotica is essentially an auto- 
erotic event precludes a social sharing 
of the experience in all but the most inti- 
mate relationships. |’ve also found the 
scale of the big screen less conducive 
to erotic enjoyment. Of course, you 
may attribute this to the fact that I’m 
used to watching copulation on a small 
screen. But | don’t think this is a valid 
inference. There is something discon- 
certing about a monstrous penis disap- 
pearing into a gigantic pussy. And the 
pumping, thrusting motion on that su- 
perhuman scale, seen close up, in- 
duces in this reviewer a feeling not 


A couple having a howling good time 
doing it a la pooch in Baby Face 2. 


unlike car sickness. 

| think the only plus in seeing porn in 
a theater is the naughty thrill of going— 
the very idea that total strangers are 
beating off in your presence (or vice 
versa). The tackiness of the surround- 
ings, the averted eyes and lowered 
heads of your fellow theatergoers, 
adds to the rebel high that comes from 
doing something generally regarded 
as socially unacceptable. All these, | 
admit, are missing in the adult section 
of a video store. | 

In home-video form, porn is socially 
acceptable. The genre has found its 
medium ... for the time being. But 
imagine, if you will, life-size holograms, 
right there in your bedroom. Like that 
song by Tim Buk 3 says, ‘‘The future's 
so bright, | got to wear shades.’ 
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Forbidden Fantasy 
Bonds Threesome 

during Birthday Blast 

My wife and | have dis- 
cussed our sexual fantasies, 
and | recently learned she 
had a secret fantasy of be- 
ing with a total stranger with 
a huge cock who takes her 
anyway he wants to. With 
this stranger she would be 
able to let loose all of her 
sexual inhibitions for this 
onetime adventure. She 
quickly told me, though, she 
would never do it because 
she loves me so much. It 
was only a fantasy. 

All sorts of ideas whirled 
through my head when | 
heard this, but | waited until 
the spring for my birthday 


-| and warmer weather to car- 


ry out the plan |-came up 
with. We have a very active 
sex life including a little 
kinkiness, but it still took 
quite a bit of coaxing, and 
reminding her it was my 
birthday, until she agreed to 
take off all her clothes and 
let me tie her faceup and 
spread-eagle on our queen- 
size bed with a few pairs of 
her nylons. 

The weather was warm 
and wonderful that day, so | 
opened our big bedroom 
window and let the breeze 
blow in across the room. 
This frightened her because 
she thought someone might 
see, but | assured her no 
one could see her on the 
bed from the angle of the 
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window. My wife is about 
five-feet-six, with wavy dark 
brown hair and a really sexy 
body. She’s a gorgeous 
woman with just a hint of 
the devil about her that be- 
trays her mischievous inner 
self. Her nipples had 
jumped to erection from the 
breeze blowing across her 
slightly tan, taut young 
body, and | couldn't resist 
bending down and fondling 
them gently. 

| knew the sexual tension 
from her bound position 
was making her extremely 
excited, as.she was starting 
to buck her hips and thrust 
her glistening slit into the 
air. However, | wanted to 
really build the excitement, 
so | got up from her right 
away and securely tied a 
blindfold over her eyes. | 
leaned over and whispered 
in her ear not to worry 
about a thing, then left the 
room. 

| walked into the kitchen 
and called up Richard, a 
good friend of mine, whom 
my wife had known for quite 
a while and had always 
thought of as an attractive, 
gentle man. | had heard ru- 
mors that he was hung like 
a horse and over many 
beers had told him of my 
plan. He had reluctantly 
agreed to the plan and now 
was driving up the drive- 
way. He looked rather 
flustered as he came tn the 
house, but | kept reassuring 


DOMINATION & DISCIPLINE 


him that everything was fine. 

‘She'll never know who it 
is,’’ | was whispering as | 
led him into the bedroom. 

The open window in our 
bedroom was right near the 
driveway, so | knew my wife 
had heard a car drive up. 
As we entered the room she 
lifted her chest and turned 
toward us saying, ‘‘Honey? 
Honey, is that you?” 

| quickly turned on the 
stereo and Richard went 
right up to her and jammed 
her panties in her mouth 
and also tied a gag around 
it. She began to struggle 
and writhe violently but sexi- 
ly. | sat down in a chair and 


-watched as Richard, gazing 


intently at my wife’s gor- 
geous, rhythmically 
undulating body, tore his 
clothes off, revealing his 
huge throbbing member. 
The rumors were true. He 
had an enormous cock. He 
reached out and grabbed 
my wife’s breasts, twisting 
the nipples in his powerful 
hands. 

| could tell my wife was 
frightened and a million 
things were flying through 
her mind. But | could also 
tell a million inhibitions were 
fleeing away as the intense 


pleasure of the situation was 


being revealed to her. The 
sexual tension was incredi- 
ble, an unbelievable high. | 
knew from what my wife 


had heard, and from the feel 


and smell of this man, that 


CTICTS 


Whipping ways 
lead to better sex 
for some. Can 

one man’s pain 
and humiliation be 
another's orgasm’? 
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sil, 
Ifthe Shoe Fits... 


High heels are the 
“passkey todeca- 
dence,” according to _ 


Karen Heller, writing in 


GQ. “If women look 
deep into their souls, — 


they will realize that there 


are only two items that _ 
they wear exclusively for 


men: high heels and 
black lingerie.”’ 

As proof, she tells the 
story of her friend Ste- 
phen, who always knew 
when his sweetheart Di- 
ana was in the mood for 
love: ‘| would come 
home to the apartment 
and there would be Di- 
ana in her heels. She 
didn't need to wear 
heels. She might be 
wearing jeans. She might 
be close to wearing noth- 
ing. There was no surer 
sign.”’ 

Some men are into © 
“‘high-heel denial,’’ Ms. 
Heller claims. ‘They will 
tell you they find high — 


heels silly, that no wom- | 


an should put herself 
through such torture... 


all the men who look at 
the women in men’s 
magazines. Think of what 
those women are wear- | 


ing. Nothing? No. They — 
are wearing tarty high 


heels, bad-girl high 


heels, killer high heels 
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she knew he was not me, 
but she also had to know | 
was there. | knew being so 
exposed to a stranger had 
to be a turn-on for her. But | 


| also knew her shy, inhibited 


side was terribly frightened 
as she struggled against the 
soft panty hose holding her 
arms and legs spread wide 
before this unknown, ex- 
tremely aroused man. She 
couldn't escape. But now 
she could totally enjoy her- 
self because anything that 
happened wasn’t her fault. 
Instinctively her ass had be- 
gun tightening and thrusting 
and | could see her juices 
Starting to flow out onto the 
sheets. | was very aroused 
myself, though | didn’t start 
masturbating to relieve my- 
self but waited to pick my 
Spot. 

She was struggling and 
writhing on the bed but also 
undulating her ass very 
erotically at the same time, 
almost as if the motion was 
as much from a desire for 
sexual release as it was for 
freedom. Then, however, 
she suddenly stopped mov- 
ing and lay perfectly still, as 
if she were trying to regain 
her control. Richard got on 
top of her and began rough- 
ly kissing her whole body, 
being careful to just nip the 
edges of the hot folds of her 
slit. Then he gave her cunt 
one long lick, feeling how 
drenched she was, and 
flicked her clit once as he 
continued up her smooth 
stomach until he was kneel- 
ing between her thighs. She 
was still lying motionless as 
beads of sweat began to 
form on her forehead. | 
knew she was desperately 
trying to fight back the sexu- 
al desire that was swelling 
over her body like a thou- 
sand sensuous, pleasurable 
waves. 

Slowly, Richard placed 
the head of his massive 
cock on her glistening folds 


and pressed forward slight- 
ly. She let out a muffled 
gasp as she felt his huge 
prick for the first time. He 
reached down and grabbed 
her beautiful ass, pulling 
himself into her warm wet- 
ness. Her legs were starting 
to tremble as he spread 
them as far apart as possi- 
ble to allow him to get his 
every inch stuffed inside 
her. He finally pushed his 
cock in to the hilt and 
stopped for just an instant. 
My wife could no longer 
hold herself back and let out 
an incredibly sexy moan 
and began thrusting violent- 
ly against the huge cock 
piercing her pussy. In that 
instant she seemed to have 
overcome her fears and es- 
Caped her inhibitions. 

| had never seen her 
move quite like that before. 
She moved so intensely, try- 
ing to grab as much of his 
big cock as she could. Rich- 
ard seemed to be just trying 
to hold on as | saw my 
wife’s body start convulsing 
in wave after wave of an in- 
credibly intense orgasm. 
She let out a muffled 
scream but continued to 
thrash with reckless aban- 
don. Richard started 
pumping back himself and 
began coming. He pulled 
out and shot gobs of white 
cream all over my wife’s 
stomach and breasts. She 
lay there totally exposed, 
her chest rising up and 
down with her deep, heavy 
breaths and her body glis- 
tening with sweat and 
juices, still obviously quite 
excited. 

| came over and Richard 


-and | untied her right hand 


and, adding a length of rope 
for more maneuverability, 
we tied it to the other bed-: 
post, where her left hand 
was. She struggled against 
us, but | could tell she re- 
sisted rather halfheartedly 
as we secured her right arm 


and then took her left arm 
and secured it to where the 
right one had been, tying 
the upper half of her body 


facedown. We did the same 


to her legs, and then she 
lay spread-eagle, facedown 
on our bed, grinding her 
cunt into the bed and wav- 
ing her inviting ass in the 
air. | motioned for Richard 
to try and slip underneath 
her. Although it was kind of 
tricky, he managed to slide 
under her, and my wife 
managed to impale herself 
on his again-erect cock. 
She was bouncing and 
wriggling on his prick as 
much as she could in this 
position, grinding her cunt 
down into his pubic hair and 
inhaling in quick, deep, 


moaning gasps. | looked 


down and saw her gor- 
geous ass and sweet pink 
rosebud, and | knew that 
this was my chance to fulfill 
one of my own fantasies. 
My wife had said in the 
past she would have anal 
sex if that was what | want- 
ed, but she was reluctant 
because she thought it 
would be painful and un- 
pleasant. But with her in this 
open, excited position, | 
Stripped out of my clothes 
and grabbed a tube of K-Y 
jelly from the dresser. | 
gobbed some on her puck- 
ered ass and slowly spread 
the cool jelly all around and 
inside her anus, probing her 
depths with my fingers. | 
tried to go as slowly and 
erotically as | could, be- 
cause | wanted her to have 
time to think about what 
was happening and again 
experience the sexual surge 
of passion that comes from 
anticipation of some un- 
known forbidden act. She 
kept up her grinding on 
Richard and was noticeably 
moaning into the bed. | 
greased up my prick and, 
leaning over my wife, began 
pressing my cockhead 
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against her tight hole.-She 
was tightening her ass, but | 
kept pressing forward until 
my cock popped in and 
slowly inched its way to the 
hilt. She let out a muffled 
scream of both pleasure 
and pain as | rammed in 
and slammed my balls 
against her ass. She was 
completely filled then, with 
Richard’s huge cock ram- 
ming her pussy furiously 
and my prick repeatedly fill- 
ing her remarkably tight ass. 

The tightness and warmth 
were incredible as | leaned 
forward and reached 
around to find her clit 
pressed againstRichard’s 
abdomen. As soon as | be- 
gan to stroke her clit, she 
started having her first or- 
gasm. My wife had never 
had multiple orgasms, but 
this was her second one al- 
ready and spasms and 
convulsions of orgasmic 
pleasure seemed to be rip- 
pling across her body one 
after another. They seemed 
to be leading up to one big 
orgasm, so | timed my own 
climax until | felt her whole 
body tense, and in one vio- 
lent soasm her anus and 
cunt contracted like a vise 
on both our cocks. She was 
shaking all over as | came 
in the most pleasurably in- 
tense orgasm of my life and 
then collapsed on top of 
her. 

Richard must have come 
sometime around then also, 
and after a few minutes he 
got up and left the room. My 
wife and | were both shining 
with perspiration and what- 
ever else, breathing 
satisfied sighs. As | heard 
Richard’s car backing down 
the driveway, | untied her 
arms and undid her blind- 
fold and gag. She turned to 
me and gently, with tears of 
happiness in her eyes, gave 
me a kiss and put her arms 
around me. Smiling, she 
softly said, ‘““Thank you.” 
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She paused and added, 
“But | thought it was your 
birthday.’-—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


Assertive Nurse Assists 
Passive Couple in 
Search for Fulfillment 

My wife Ginnie and | are in 
our mid-twenties and have 
been married four years. 
We have an excellent rela- 
tionship. We’ve tried S&M 
and a little bondage, but 
both of us enjoy the passive 
role best. My wife has a rid- 
ing crop, but we both prefer 
the receiving end. 

About two years ago, we 
moved into our present 
apartment and, shortly 
thereafter, my wife became 
friends with a thirty-three- 
year-old neighbor named 
Chris, a nurse who worked 
in a doctor's office. Chris is 
a very attractive brunette, a 
divorcée, about five feet 
seven and busty. 

From listening to Chris 
and my wife talk during her 
visits, | could tell that Chris 
was a very forceful woman, 
one who would take no 
lio—not even from her doc- 
tor employer. 

As Chris became more 
and more of a fixture 
around the house, she start- 
ed giving Ginnie some free 
medical advice. On one par- 
ticular evening she offered 
to show Ginnie how to ex- 
amine her breasts for 
lumps. Before long, Ginnie 
was sitting on the couch, 
nude from the waist up, and 
Chris was examining and 
fondling my wife's breasts. 
After Chris left, Ginnie told 
me that she’d gotten sexual- 
ly hot when Chris was 
touching her. 

The next night | told Gin- 
nie that | had an idea about 
how we could get Chris to 
go further with us. So after 
we took off all our clothes, | 
got Ginnie’s riding crop and 
proceeded to raise a few 


nice welts on her glowing 
ass-cheeks. She nicely re- 
ciprocated, and we then got 
dressed and put phase two 
of my plan into action. | had 
Ginnie call Chris and invite 
her over for coffee. When 
she arrived, | told Chris that 
Ginnie wasn’t feeling well 
and that she refused to go 
to a doctor. | suggested to 
Chris that perhaps we could 
examine Ginnie in our big 
living room. She put down 
her coffee and led Ginnie 
there. | told Ginnie to re- 
move all her clothes so that 
it would be easier for Chris 
to examine her. As Chris 
and | watched, Ginnie be- 
gan to strip. But she 
hesitated when she was 
down to her panties—until 
Chris shouted at her, ‘‘Get 
those panties off, too, 
Ginnie.”’ 

Chris soon spotted the 
welts and questioned Gin- 
nie, who told her that | gave 
them to her during our last 
screwing. Chris told me that 
| was mean and deserved 
the same thing, and Ginnie 
told her that | already had 
them. | went over to Chris 
and unbuckled my pants, 
letting them fall to the floor. 
She grabbed my under- 
shorts and pulled them 
down, revealing my enor- 
mous hard-on and the red 
welts on my cheeks. 

At this point, Chris or- 
dered me to remove all my 
clothes, which | did. Chris 
finished examining Ginnie 
and said that except for the 
welts she was fine. She 
then examined me very 
closely, paying particular at- 
tention to my cock, balls 
and ass. 

By then Chris’s forceful 
nature had come to the sur- 
face. She ordered Ginnie to 
stand in front of her and 
said that we'd be taught a 
lesson for abusing each oth- 
er’s body. She told us that 
we would not be allowed to 
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Laurie also 
insisted my feet 
and hands 

be tied while I’m 
being whipped. 
The ropes make it 
impossible 

to avoid those 
stinging 

paddle blows 
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The Deejays of 
Decadence 
Back in April, America’s - 
randier disc jockeys got 
in hot water with the Fed- 
eral Communications 
Commission who de- 
scribed a lot of them as 
borderline obScene—or 
worse. Its worst-case ex- 
ample was New York 
City’s Howard Stern, 
who'd already been ~ 
canned at station WNBC 
for threatening to initiate 
Bestiality Dial-a-Date. 
Recently, Us magazine 
profiled some of the oth- 
er deejays who are 
giving the FCC heart- 
burn. Typical is the 
mono-named Moby, who 
broadcasts in Dallas. 
Calling himself an 


ofits ‘ 
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tesa 
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‘‘equal-opportunity of- 
fender,’ Moby cost his 
station some ad reve- 
nues while doing a pitch 
for a Sausage-and-biscuit 
manufacturer. ‘‘| got a lit- 
tle sausage,’’ he 
quipped. ‘You could put 
your biscuit right here.’’ 

Carolyn Fox—a saucy 
deejay at WHUY in Provi- 
dence, Rhode Island— 
once warned her listen- 
ers not to confuse rock 
‘n’ roll resurrection with 
rock ‘n’ roll erection. 
“Rock ‘n’ roll erections,’’ 
she boasted, ‘‘are what 
will be happening 
tonight.’’ Bed 
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put on our clothes for the 
rest of the evening, and that 
we had to show her how 
we'd had sex last night. | 
then proceeded to fuck the 
hell out of my wife in front of 
Chris. Chris looked on while 
we came to an incredible 
climax. Then she ordered 
Ginnie to lick clean my prick 
and commanded me to lick 
all the come off Ginnie’s 
swollen little clit. Chris then 
ordered us to masturbate in 
front of her as a finale. 

Now, whenever Chris 
comes over, we greet her 
nude at the door and do 
whatever she tells us. We’ve 
never been in better 
health!|—N.R., Bronx, NY. 


Red-Hot Spankings 
Brighten Naughty Boy’s 
Bottom—and Nights 

| haven't seen many letters 
in your magazine on the 
one thing that really turns 
me on—spankings. |’m not 
into really heavy S&M, but 
discipline and spankings 
make me really hot. I’m 
lucky to have a girlfriend 
who understands my needs 
and even helps me live my 
fantasies out. Here is how a 
typical session goes. 

One of my household 
chores is to put the garbage 
out every day. Unfortunately 
| often forget this simple 
chore. When Laurie gets 
home from work, she'll 
check and see if |’ve done 
it. If | haven't, she'll come to 
tell me that I’m going to get 
it. So I'll quickly grab the 
trash and take it out. She'll 
tell me that’s nice but it’s 
too late, that I’m still getting 
my bare little ass whipped. 
All my whippings take place 
at bedtime, so | have sever- 
al hours to think about what 
is to come. Laurie never lets 
me forget it either, patting 
my poor bottom and saying, 
‘Are you ready for your 
spanking? Getting a little 
nervous?”’ 


Nervous is exactly what | 
get. | have to make several 
trips to the bathroom to pee 
from thinking about the 
stinging pain that will soon 
come to my poor little ass. 
The paddle that she uses is 
a four-inch-by-five-inch 
board painted bright red to 


‘match the color my ass will 


be. Laurie also insists that 
my feet and hands be tied 
to the bed while I’m being 
whipped. This is a result of 
the great amount of squirm- 
ing that | used to do when 
she spanked me. The ropes 
make it impossible for me to 
avoid the stinging blows of 
the paddle. 

When the time comes, all 
Laurie has to tell me is to 
go get ready. | tie the ropes 
to the bed and bring her the 
paddle. | then go lie on the 
bed and wait. 

After a few minutes Laurie 
comes in and tells me to 
pull my underpants down. 
She then ties my hands and 
feet. She rubs the paddle 
on my bare ass and then 
she leaves the room. She'll 
leave me there, tied and 
helpless, for thirty minutes 
or more. Every time | hear 
her move, | tense up. This 
waiting period is what really 
drives me wild. My dick 
Starts to press hard against 
the mattress. 

After what seems like a 
lifetime, Laurie walks in the 
bedroom. | grit my teeth and 
bury my face in my pillow. 
Without warning, the first 
blow from the big red board 
comes whizzing down with 


.a loud popping. sound onto 


my exposed ass. The sharp 
pain causes me to struggle 
against the ropes to try to 
avoid the next blow. 

After about five or six 
pops Laurie stops and asks 
me why I’m getting this 
spanking. If | don’t answer 
quickly enough, the paddle 
cracks down upon my ass. | 
cry out, ‘‘Because | forgot to 


take the trash out today.”’ 

‘Is it bad to forget to put 
the trash out?”’ 

‘Yes, | was a bad little 
boy.’ 

‘What happens to bad lit- 
tle boys?” 

‘They get their heinies 
spanked.’ 

‘That's right. Now you’re 
going to get a really hard 
whipping, and | want to hear 
you count really loud. 
You're in for fifty pops this 
time!”’ 

She then begins to spank 
my quivering ass. | try to 
count each pop, but some- 
times the words get stuck in 
my throat. If | miss a count, 
that pop is repeated. | can 
feel the heat build up in my 
buns and the pain in- 
creases. Laurie begins to 
lecture me as she tans my 
hide. 

‘‘Maybe you won't be 
such a bad little boy next 
time. This should serve as a 
really good reminder.’ 

When | reach pop number 
forty, Laurie stops. She tells 
me that the last ten will act 
as extra special reminders, 
and she is right. Those pops 
are the hardest and most 
painful of the whole licking. 
By the time the whipping is 
over my ass Is bright red 
and quite sore, but my prick 
is ready for some serious 
lovemaking!—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Have you had an experi- 
ence involving domination 
and discipline? It may be 
more original, more humili- 
ating or more down-and- 
dirty than anything ever told 
on these pages. Even if you 
think it’s run-of-the-mill, to 
someone else it may be the 
ultimate fantasy. So please 
share your story with your 
fellow readers of Penthouse 
Letters. Send your letters 
to: Penthouse Letters, Dept. 
DM/BV, 1965 Broadway, 
New York, NY 10023-5965. 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


FLYING SOLO 


Taking matters 
into your Own 
hands or watching 
the self-stimulation 
of another—there’s 
more To 
masturbation 

than comes 

easily fo hand... 


Probing Film Triggers 
Juicy Domino Effect 

| am a great fan of your 
magazine and have been 
for years. But in all the let- — 
ters from other readers you 
print, | have not noticed 
many about voyeurs. | am 
really turned on by the 
thought of seeing someone 
taking off her clothes when 
she thinks she is unob- 
served, and | especially get 
aroused at the thought of a 
girl masturbating. Being a 
good red-blooded American 
male of twenty-eight, | think 
there is nothing more beau- 
tiful than a girl’s cunt. 
Seeing in your pages the 
girls who have fingers and 
hands close to their pussies 
gives me an instant hard-on, 
and the girls who write in 
describing how they finger 
themselves are terrific. 

One day, my dream of 
watching a girl work on her- 
self was fulfilled. | was in 
South Carolina on a busi- 
ness trip and dropped by to 
visit my best friend and his 
wife, Ginny. She is the mir- 
ror image of my wife whom 
| have since divorced, ex- 
cept that she is smaller. At 
five feet four, with long, light 
brown hair and about 36D 
breasts, she is the picture of 
pure sex. Besides her great 
body, she has a very pretty 
face, a kind personality and 
real charm. 

They invited me to stay at 
their house for a couple of 
days while | carried out my 
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business, and we all had a 
great time talking over the 
old times we had had to- 
gether. The third morning | 
was there, the typical jokes 
about being away from 
home without a woman 
came up in the breakfast 
conversation, and | admitted 
it was tough being without 
any good satisfaction. My 
friend made the comment 
that maybe | ought to pick 
up somebody and bring her 
back to the house. | said 
that | thought that would be 
a little bit too much, espe- 
cially since Ginny was 
around. Ginny was listening 
to all this talk with shyness, 
acting very embarrassed 
about such intimate sub- 
jects. Then the bomb 
dropped. They confessed 
that they would both like to 
see what it was like to 
watch another couple mak- 
ing love. | couldn't believe 
what they had suggested, 
but the whole thing was so 
exciting to me that | decided 
to keep the discussion 
going. 

After about a half hour of 
this suggestive talking, my 
buddy suddenly said that he 
wished he didn't have to 
leave for work (even though 
we both should have left 
long before this time). He 
said that he would much 
rather take Ginny into the 
bedroom, but since he had 
been late so many other 
times, he thought that he 
would have to leave. | ex- 
pressed the same feeling 
and got ready to go. Poor 
Ginny was still sitting at the 
breakfast table with a com- 
bined look of lazy sexiness 
and eager anticipation. 


On my way to work | sud- » 


denly realized after a few 
miles that | had forgotten my 
briefcase. When | returned 
to the house, | knocked, but 
there was no answer. | fig- 
ured Ginny was in the 
shower and couldn't hear, 


so | used the key | had 
been given. As | went up- 
Stairs to the bedroom to get 
my case, | noticed that the 
master bedroom door was 
open. | could see it was 
dark in there, but there was 
also a flickering light and a 
strange whirring sound 
coming from inside. | quietly 
went over to the doorway. 

Inside was Ginny, fully 
dressed, with a set of ear- 
phones over her ears. The 
whirring noise was coming 
from a home projector, 
which was showing a movie 
on a large screen. Despite 
the dark, | could see Ginny 
very clearly because of the 
bright light reflected from 
the nearby screen. Ginny 
was right in front of the 
screen and sitting on the 
bed, facing the picture. She 
couldn't see me because 
her long hair hung down the 
side of her face and be- 
cause of the intensity with 
which she was watching the 
screen. | realized right away 
what the picture was be- 
cause my old friend had 
told me the night before he 
had gotten some smokers— 
with sound and all—from a 
friend. He said not to tell 
Ginny about them, because 
he wasn’t sure how she 
would take them. Apparent- 
ly, this twenty-one-year-old 
sexpot was on to what they 
were and wanted to find out 
before he came home from 
work. 

As the picture pro- 
gressed, it showed a good- 
looking blonde in her 
bedroom, getting ready for 
bed. First, she started taking 
off her blouse, and | almost 
choked when Ginny started 
doing the same. Then the 
girl took off her bra, and 
Ginny reached for the catch 
of her own. | couldn't be- 
lieve what was happening. 
My hand dropped to my 
crotch, and | started rubbing 
my already-erect penis. 


lam really 
turned on by the 
thought of 
seeing someone 
taking off 

her clothes when 
she thinks 

she’s unobserved 
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RE DING AROUND 


The Comediennes of 
Concupiscence | 


Giving the deejays of 
decadence a little carnal — 
competition these days 
are a new generation of — 
comediennes. In Fashion 


recently reported on 
some of the more outra- 
geous of these funny 
women. 


Jane Stroll, performing | 


at one of New York’s 
showcase clubs, Come- 
dy U Grand, cracks this 
one about her chin hairs: 
“Chin hairs from hell . . . 
men are really turned on 
by those.”’ 

Rhonda Hansome, on 
birth control: “‘If it were 
left up to men, they 
would all use Blue 
Cross/Blue Shield.” 

Carol Leifer on mar- 
riage: ‘Sex when you're 
married is a little like go- 
ingtoa/-Eleven. 
There’s not much variety, 
but at three in the morn- 
ing it's always there.”’ 

Margaret Smith dead- 
panning about the 
singles’ scene: ‘‘| hate 


when | go to a singles’ 


bar and men come up to | 


me and say, ‘Hey, cup- 
cake, can! buy you a — 


drink?’ | always tell them, | 


‘No thanks, I'll take the 
three bucks _ 
instead.’ ” bx 
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Then the girl took off her 
dress, and Ginny lay back 
in bed and wriggled out of 
her slacks. | rubbed harder. 
When both girls took off 
their panties, | thought | 
would go mad. | knew what 
was next. 

The girl on the screen 
moved her hands all over 
her body, and they came to 
rest on either side of her 
pussy. Ginny did the same 
thing again, but it was too 
much for me to keep up the 
rubbing through my pants. | 
quietly unzipped and got my 
dick out and started to 
stroke it. | tried not to go too 
fast because | wanted to 
watch the end of this terrific 
action before | came. 

The two girls were like 
mirror reflections. What one 
did the other did also. Then 
both were kneading a thigh 
with one hand while the 
middle finger of the other 
hand rode slowly over and 
over the clit. My cock was 
oozing juice from its slit. 
Ginny was moaning and 
groaning, when suddenly 
the girl on the screen 
leaned over and picked up 
a vibrator from a nightstand. 
Ginny did the same—except 
that it was an even bigger 
vibrator. She turned it on 
and put it right to her juicy 
Snatch, running it all around 
her clit. By this time both 
Ginny and | had forgotten 
about the screen. 

Finally Ginny put the thing 
in her cunt, just a little at 
first while she worked it 
around in a Circular motion. 
Then she slipped it all the 
way in and just lay there 
motionless, with the shaft vi- 
brating. Her hips started to 
lift up and down as if she 
were fucking. One hand 
worked the vibrator in and 
out, and the other was rub- 
bing her clit feverishly. | 
couldn't take any more and 
let loose with one of the lon- 
gest, hardest orgasms ever. 


My eyes closed with sheer 
pleasure as | cupped my 
other hand in front of my 
cock to catch the come. | 
heard Ginny groan and 
scream as she came too. 

Suddenly she turned to- 
ward me to reach the 
projector's Off button, and | 
froze. She gave out a shriek 
of surprise, but when she 
recognized me, she froze 
too. Her eyes went from my 
eyes to where my hand was 
still holding my smoking 
rod. | figured this was it— 
was Caught and was going 
to have to pay for it. Then 
Ginny slipped a hand down 
to that beautiful bush of hers 
and placed a finger along 
the lengh of her glistening 
pussy lips. | started stroking 
my cock again, and she 
groaned her approval. | 
walked to the bed. 

Ginny soon had me hard- 
er than ever, and | was 
deep into her, her pussy 
Squeezing the whole length 
of my rod tighter and tighter. 
My balls ached and | was 
getting tired. Then she 
reached down with both of 
her hands to where the ac- 
tion was. One hand slipped 
onto her clit, and the other 
Cupped and squeezed my 
balls. That shot me over the 
top, and | came in her beau- 
tiful little cunt. 

We both lay there for sev- 
eral minutes. Ginny broke 
the silence by saying that 
she had gotten so horny 
during the breakfast conver- 
sation that she just had to 
get herself off. She said that 
she usually masturbated at 
least once every other day 
and had always wondered 
what it would be like to see 
a guy jerking himself off. 
She said she would almost 
always fantasize about 
watching some guy rubbing 
his cock as she fingered 
herself. 

When she turned and saw 
me with my oozing dick in 


my hand, it was her dream 
come true and she couldn't 
help masturbating again. 

Since that day, Ginny and 
her husband have moved 
closer to my town, and we 
get together frequently for 
socializing.—H.G., Los An- 
geles, Calif. 


Periscope-Deprived 
Navy Wife Uses Our Mag 
to Sound Her Depths 
You've heard the expres- 
sion sailors have more fun. 
If they are all like my hus- 
band, that saying is true. 
But people tend to forget 
the wife who is left at home. 

| am twenty-five and had 
never really got into mastur- 
bation. My husband Jerry 
recently went back into the 
regime of three years of sub 
duty. With the possibility of 
his being gone so many 
months out of the year, | 
was faced with the problem 
of what to do when | wanted 
a satisfying orgasm without 
having an affair. | thought of 
what steps to take to help 
me masturbate... 

Jerry and | like to watch 
X-rated films together and 
usually partake of a great 
night of romance afterward. 
So when | thought about it, 
there were really two things 
that would do the trick—the 
sexual conversation of inti- 
mate moments and the idea 
of a woman fondling anoth- 
er woman. So | went to the 
store, hoping to find a book 
to help me fantasize. And 
there was my ticket—Pent- 
house Letters! 

During the first few weeks 
Jerry was gone, | tried mas- 
turbation on a couple of 
occasions. | could work my- 
self up to quivers of 
excitement, but | couldn't 
reach a climax. 

About a week after | 
bought Penthouse Letters | 
was in the basement, lying 
on an air mattress and rou- 
tinely watching the soap 
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operas |’m so faithful to. | 
thought | should do some- 
thing different, so | picked 
up the magazine and start- 
ed to read ‘Girls & Girls/ 
Boys & Boys.”’ Almost im- 
mediately | began getting 
aroused. | got undressed 
and, as | started to feel the 
sensations from my fingers 
playing with my clit, | began 
to have the most lifelike fan- 
tasy about a dear friend of 
mine, Tina. 

She came up to me na- 
ked. She started feeling my 
breasts for a while. Then | 
could feel the warmth of her 
tongue as she ran it around 
and around on my nipples. 
Then | could feel it slide 
from there down to my 
stomach and farther down 
to my clit. | could feel the 
gentle touch of her breasts 
as she moved her tongue in 
and out of my hole. 

Tina laid me down and 
methodically started running 
her fingers through my 
mound of hair and, with a 
thrust, slid two into my hole. 
| wriggled with eagerness 
as my fingers were moving 
in my hole as | kept in mo- 
tion with my hips. When | 
brought my fingers up to 
taste my juices, | imagined it 
was Tina's hand. 

Before long | rolled onto 
my stomach, imagining Tina 
beneath me fondling my 
breasts—taking them into 
her mouth and ever so gent- 
ly biting on the very ends of 
my nipples, then sucking a 
mouthful as deeply as she 
could, then massaging the 
nipple with her tongue as 

she slowly let it escape. 

) | could almost feel | was 
reaching down to kiss her 
deeply. | could feel the ex- 
citement of our breasts 
touching as | bent closer 
and closer toward her. 

| found myself rubbing my 
pussy back and forth on the 
air mattress and sliding my 
finger in and out of my hole. 
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The quivers soon gave way 
to an orgasm! The more | let 
my breasts touch the air 
mattress and the faster | 
plunged my fingers inside of 
me, the deeper | could feel 
the orgasm. 

What a wonderful feeling, 
this new kind of pleasure | 
was experiencing. Paradise 
with only me there to in- 
dulge in the fantasies. 

Between you and me— 
one day | would enjoy mak- 
ing love to Tina. In the 
meantime, when | see Jerry 
there will be a secret | can 
share only with myself. Only 
| will Know about the secret 
fantasies that | masturbate 
to.—Name and address 
withheld 


Police Woman Subdues 
Her Unruly Quim 
with Stiff Nightstick 
Two nights ago | was 
straightening up my bed- 
room and listening to my 
stereo when | noticed a 
movement through the win- 
dow of the apartment next 
door. The venetian blinds 
were down but not closed. It 
turned out to be my neigh- 
bor, a fine-looking blonde, 
who is employed by our lo- 
cal police department as a 
patrolperson. She was still 
in uniform, and | couldn't 
help watching as she slowly 
discarded It. | 
When she was completely 
nude, she picked up her 
gun belt, which had one of 
those nightsticks patrolmen 
carry hanging from it. She 
put it back on. She then 
took this stick from the belt 
and proceeded to kiss it 
and rub it over her breasts 
(which, incidentally, are 
quite large). This went on 
for several minutes and then 
she went to the bed, lay on 
her back, spread her lovely 
legs and slowly inched the 
stick into her pussy. With 
both hands on the grip, she 
gave herself a thorough 


fucking for at least fifteen 
minutes. She stopped, and 
with the nightstick still inside 
her, turned off the light. 

As soon as | build up 
enough nerve, |’m going to 
try to arrange a little night 
patrol with her for myself.— 
J.F., Atlanta, Ga. 


Horny Sailor Discovers 
Feathery Joys of Pillatio 
I'm in the navy and during 
my first cruise | sent you a 
letter which was never print- 
ed. | have decided to write 
you again and add some 
details about the homecom- 
ing. | have read your 
magazine for quite some 
time now. And since | am in 
the navy, | have always 
been a little weary of the let- 
ters the servicemen of our 
country send you—until 
now. 

When | wrote the first 
time, while on my first 
cruise, | had been in the 
navy for only ten months. (| 
am married and have a 
small child.) | had spent 
only four months with my 
wife Karen before | enlisted 
and just forty-five days with 
her before my first cruise. 
So we both turned to mas- 
turbating quite frequently. 
My wife would write me and 
tell me of her experiences 
with her love-toy. And | 
would respond with my tales 
of stroking the salami. But 
just plain jacking off wasn't 
exciting to me anymore. | 
was doing the same thing 
over and over, only after 
one thing—to release my 
load. Every time | would try 
a new routine, it would 
come back to the same old 
hard and fast way of getting 
off. | stopped masturbating 
for a while and tried to think 
of other ways | could get 
off. | was making no prog- 
ress until one night | woke 
up at approximately three in 
the morning. | looked over 
at my shipmate in the bunk 


Ginny said 

she would always 
fantasize 

about watching 
some guy 
rubbing his cock 
while she 
fingered herself 
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READING AROUND 


The Case of the 
Unnaturally Endowed 
Snowwoman | 
Kathleen A. Zanio‘of Mil- 
waukee, a former nun, is 
now a... carpenter. Got 
the picture? 

Last spring, just before 
the warm weather came, 
the city was struck by a 
freak snowstorm. Bill 
Hackbarth, a bank rec- 
ords analyst, was 
overjoyed. His hobby is 
snow sculpture. He's 
done walruses and Sumo 
wrestlers. The unexpect- 
ed storm meant there 


was time for one last 
snowjob, so he sculpted 
a snowwoman wearing a 
bikini in his front yard. 

Ms. Zanio drove by 
and was offended, ac- 
cording to a story in the 
New York Times, be- 
cause she thought the 
statue was unnaturally 
endowed. Stopping the 
car, she took out an ax 
and chopped the sculp- 
ture to pieces. 

‘| felt degraded,’ Ms. 
Zanio said afterwards. ‘‘It 
was treating women as 
objects.’ She was 
charged with vandalism. 

Hackbarth said he’d 
meant no offense. 
“That’s why | painted on 
the bikini,”’ he insisted. ‘‘| 
didn't want people to get 
upset that she was 
naked.” bed 
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FLYING SOLO 


across from me and saw 
him lying there with a pillow 
between his legs. An idea 
popped into my head. The 
next night | stayed up late 
and waited for everyone 
else to go to sleep. Then | 
pulled out my trusty navy is- 
sue pen and went to work. | 
drew a set of tits that were 
fantastic and a dead ringer 
of a lifelike cunt on my pil- 
lowcase. Then the fun 
began. | slipped my under- 
shorts off and began my 
adventures of ‘‘pillatio’’ (the 
art of making love to your 
pillow). | began to grind my 
already-throbbing cock into 
my pillow very quietly, keep- 
ing the motion very 
rhythmic. | kept that up for a 
while and then began to 
hump it as if it were my wife 
instead of the pillow. As | 
continued, it felt better and 
better and | was almost at 
the edge. Then came the 
big explosion. | shot one of 
the biggest loads of come | 
have ever let out. | got out 
of my bunk and wiped my- 
self off and changed my 
pillowcase. When | got back 
in my bunk | could not fall 
asleep. All | could do was 
think of different ways to 
fuck my pillow. After that | 
had quite a few experiences 
with my pillow. | once cut a 
slit in it and fucked the hell 
out of it. After | came, | 
pulled my cock out and | 
had feathers all over the 
place, including on my then- 
deflated prick. | once took a 
bag of ice and placed it in 
my pillow, and that was a 
truly wild experience. Anoth- 
er time | put a heating pad 
in my pillowcase and that 
was another fun time. 

After about two months of 
these adventures, my ship 
was back home and | was 
with my wife and son again. 
That first night home Karen 
and | were both sex-starved 
and had the greatest sex of 
our lives. | felt as if | were 


losing my virginity again— 
that’s how special it felt. It 
was so good that we both 
lost count of how many or- 
gasms we had together. | 
did things to her that | had 
never thought were possible 
for me to do. She enjoyed 
them thoroughly but asked 
me where | had learned all 
those new things. | didn’t 
know what to tell her. See- 
ing that | have never been 
with another woman since 
meeting her over three 
years ago, there was only 
one answer that | could give 
her and that was that | read 
Penthouse Letters all the 
time. Our sex life has been 
the best ever since my first 
Cruise, and right now I'm at 
the beginning of my second 
cruise. I’m going to keep 
reading your magazine and 
gather new ideas for when | 
meet my wife in Hawaii to- 
ward the end of the cruise. 
We are going to be like wild 
animals in heat. Thank you 
for your magazine. It has 
been an inspiration to both 
of us and | hope it will keep 
inspiring us for many years 
‘to come.’’—T.B., FPO, San 
Francisco, Calif. 


He Prefers Maids Who 
Leave Things Dirty 

| have been reading Pent- 
house Letters for some time 
now and enjoy most of the 
articles, especially the ‘‘Fly- 
ing Solo” section. A recent 
letter from a man described 
how he enjoyed the taste 
and odors of women’s pant- 
ies while he masturbated, 
even pulling them over his 
head and smelling the 
crotch deeply. 

My job requires that | 
make several trips to nearby 
cities, usually of two or 
three days’ duration: | al- . 
ways stay at good motels 
(on my expense account, of 
course). Since my trips are 
only of short duration, | re- 


frain from any extramarital 


activities. However, | have 
worked out this system 
which lets me enjoy some 
very good masturbation 
while | put in a long night 
alone in a hotel room. 

| usually have a copy of 
Penthouse Letters with me, 
which | leave in a conspicu- 
ous place in the room 
during the day when | am 
out on business. Inside, 
near an erotic picture of a 
lady in underwear and obvi- 
ously noticeable, | leave a 
note to the cleaning maid 
together with a ten-dollar 
bill. The note tells her to 
take the bill in exchange for 
her panties. | also leave a 
Polaroid of my midsection 
complete with very stiff cock 
in-hand, and the letter says 
that her compliance helps to 
finish the job. 

This method has been 
very successful, and as of 
now, | have had only one 
rejection in more than twen- 
ty tries. It’s surprising that 
both the money and the 
cock picture have only dis- 
appeared eight times. One 
enthusiastic maid left me 
her panties and a condom 
with a note in it asking if | 
would fill the rubber with my 
juice, knot it and leave it for 
her. Needless to say, | com- 
plied with her wishes. 
Curiosity and your popular 
magazine have combined to 
afford me a pleasurable and 
safe pastime.—Name and 
address withheld 


We all know that two’s 
company and three’s a 
crowd, but the letters above 
tell of how much fun can be 
had by one. Perhaps you, 
too, relish the joys of soli- 
tary sex. Share the details 
of your lone lust with others 
through our pages and 
have the best of both 
worlds. Send your letter to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. 
DM/BV, 1965 Broadway, 
New York, NY 10023-5965. 
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HI! MY NAME IS UTE AND I LOVE TO SHOW OFF ... . 


ay my body, especially my long legs. They’re very well developed, a | oe } 
| bonus from years of running track. As for romance, | want to get one good man 

into trouble—and many bad men out of trouble! Write and tell me | a 

about the most unforgettable time’ you got yourself into deep romantic. trouble 7 3 

: or miraculously escaped from it. If your letter’s picked for publication, 3 
Me you'll get a free one-year subscription. Write to: Most Unforgettable, c/o Ute, 
ic Penthouse Letters, 1965 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023-5965. oe 

Include your name and address, which we'll withhold at your request. | 
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Book Bonus 


Pirates Of Pleasure 


The Edwardian underground pro- 
duced a very different kettle of 
erotica from that of the Victorian 
age. In the half century previous, 
what had often passed for por- 
nography was little more than a 
pedantic catalogue of perversions 
and conquests—humorless, libi- 
do-numbing tales in which all the 
tits and asses, cocks and cunts, 
dildos and doms began to sound 
alike by chapter three. As H. G. 
Wells aptly remarked, Queen Vic- 
toria sat on England like a great 
paperweight, and after she died, 
things blew all over the place. 

‘Pirates of Pleasure’ reflects 
the new spirit of freedom and fun 
in erotica. The selection is taken 
from Pleasure Bound, a collection 
of three naughty novellas relating 
the adventures of a frolicsome 
group of English aristocrats who 
have each fled England because 
of various indiscretions. While 
sailing the high seas in their well- 
appointed yacht, the Mesopota- 
mia, they are kidnapped by 
pirates. The leader of the rogue 
ship New Decameron is “‘the 
young man’’—probably none oth- 
er than Archibald Hamilton Black- 
more, tenth Duke of St. Eden. 
Hony is the virginal daughter of 
Lady Felicia Tittle, while Herr 
Kunst is a shady diamond smug- 
gler. Their adventures will be con- 
tinued next month. 


The days slipped quickly by. Aid- 
ed by perfect weather, the New 
Decameron put the knots behind 


The intrepid captain explores the 
charted territory below the equator. 


her at an astonishing rate. The 
weather became very hot and the 
very lightest of costumes pre- 
vailed. The sisters Lovett initiated 
the custom of appearing on deck 
in openwork chemises and noth- 
ing else, and the pirates all 
worked stripped to the waist. 
Maudie invariably came on deck 
naked in the mornings to be 
douched with the hose, an exam- 
ple followed by Hony and Carrie. 

The love affairs of the pirates 
and their guests soon settled 
down into recognized grooves. 
The sisters Lovett frankly pro- 
fessed themselves harlots and 
were openly raffled for every 
night. Carrie developed a senti- 
mental affection for several of the 
young men, and let them share 
her. Little Hony stuck religiously to 
the ‘“‘young man.” It had gone 
much further than mere lust; she 
was genuinely in love. 

A word as to these lady pirates: 
Though none was so exquisite as 
Maudie, the ‘‘divinely tall and 
most divinely fair,’’ yet in their var- 
ious styles they were very, very 
tempting. Connie was a brunette, 
apparently quite young, petite, 
with a perfectly molded, supple lit- 
tle figure. She had laughing, hazel 
eyes, and a most delicious foot 
and ankle, which she took every 
opportunity of showing; in fact, 
when she sat down and crossed 
her legs she generally showed 
well above the knee, so that the 
pretty tan-colored flesh showed a 
tempting bare streak between her 
stockings and drawers. She fell to 
the lot of Mr. Silverwood. Mamie 
was American, widow of an En- 


A group of ardent aristocrats fleeing England for past 


peccadilloes are captured by like-minded pirates.of no penance 


wildly cavorting to a mysterious, uncharted isle 


By thugh Selwyn 


glish nobleman, who had done something 
really shady on the stock exchange and 
shot himself. She had been implicated but 
had escaped in time. She was very svelte 
and Gibson-girlie, and she suited Mr. 
Moss Hell down to the ground. Lucy, the 
last, was an older woman, probably thirty, 
very dark and Spanish, with a figure al- 
most corpulent. Hannibal McGregor de- 
voted his rough-and-ready Scotch 
method of lovemaking to her. 

Lady Tittle was rapidly assuming com- 
mand of the ship. The ‘‘young man,”’ infat- 
uated with Hony, allowed her mother to do 
pretty well what she liked, and she was en- 
joying herself. She more than suspected 
her daughter's liaison, but she winked. 
Her own flagrants delits with the bosun 
were so obvious that she hardly dared 
comment on her daughter’s. She felt prac- 
tically certain now that the ‘‘young man’”’ 
was the Duke of St. Eden, but still pried for 
proof. 

On about the seventh day out, the 
“young man’”’ was sitting in his cabin, 
reading. Hony was curled up between his 
legs, her head resting on—well, where it 
shouldn't have been, and there was a 
something pressing against the girl’s ear 
which she knew wasn't his hand. One arm 
was round her head, and her hand gently 
caressed it. As she felt the throbbing of the 
‘‘young man’s’’ member she gently 
stroked it with her soft head, and his 
thoughts came down to earth with a crash. 
He had been thinking out a wireless teleg- 
raphy problem, but now all the wireless te- 
legraphy had descended from his brain 
into the top part of his trousers. He bent 
down and kissed her. 

Hony twisted herself round between his 
legs and let her fingers slide gently over 
the palpitating member in his trousers. 
Slowly her fingers undid his fly buttons, till 
his cock sprang out and slapped her on 
the cheek. Her fingers played with it, tick- 
ling it gently with rosy, deftly manicured 
nails. She breathed her warm, sweet 
breath softly on the delicate membrane _of 
his penis, and then her tongue just 
touched the orifice of that ‘root of all evil.”’ 

Her hair—Hony could sit on her hair 
easily—fell forward over her face as she 
bent quickly down. Her soft tresses swam 
over the “young man’s” penis, and he 
twisted a lock round it. ““By Jove,”’ he mur- 
mured sotto voce, ‘‘this is Danae’s show- 
er the other way round; gold, gold, gold, 
but she shall be paid for it in white—the 
whitest diamonds that ever left the Rand. 
‘Corpo di Baccho—what elysian drink 
have the gods sent me!’ ”’ 

‘‘What a shower of gold from the mount 
of the gods,”’ he said aloud. 

Hony hadn't the slightest idea what he 
was talking about, but she thought it 
sounded nice and she made no objection 
at all when the “young man” collected all 
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her hair he could lay his hands on round 
that which he prized so dearly. 

The ‘“‘young man” knew music a bit, 
and he remembered the ‘‘Habanera’’ 
from Carmen. 

‘Listen, little darling,’’ he said, “while | 
sing this, and keep the movements of your 
head intime.” 

He sang in his rich, baritone voice that 
fatal song—patting Hony’s head to keep 
her to the right beats. He gave himself ab- 
solutely away to music and lust, and the 
lust won by a short head. At the last the 
“young man’’ forgot a// about the song of 
Bizet and would have blinded Hony, but 
she—knowing before her time—knew 
from his kiss what was coming. 

It came not on her hair but in her mouth: 
She was just in time to twist her little lips 
round his penis and to drink—well—what 
ought to have made another pirate. 

Hony wiped her lips on her delicate little 
lace-bordered handkerchief. The ‘‘young 
man’ raised Hony, kneeling in front of 
him, and pulled her gently onto his knees. 

He poured her out a glass of cham- 
pagne and she drank it. He took a glass 
himself and sank back into the luxurious 
armchair with the delightful exhaustion of 
satisfied desire. 

Hony lay in his arms, her head resting 
on his shoulder. With one hand he clasped 
her tightly to him; with the other he softly 
caressed her luxuriant, silky tresses. 

Dreamily he closed his eyes: pictured to 
himself the beautiful young woman as he 
had seen her on that first evening in the 
embraces of her dark-skinned lover, di- 
vested of everything, the perfect white 
flesh, the delicately molded, miniature fig- 
ure, the little silky curls only just beginning 
to show between the dainty thighs. 

As he recalled the vision, all his vigor 
returned to him and Hony felt something 
between those thighs that Leighton would 
have loved to paint. She was glad, for she 
had not been satisfied herself and her first 
taste of a male organ in her mouth had 
made her long to feel it again in the spot 
which nature had designed for it. 

she was consumed with desire and her 
thighs twitched as she sat on his lap—but 
she was not to be so easily satisfied. 

The “young man’s”’ hand stole over her 
legs and under her light skirts. He softly 
smoothed the velvety skin and played with 
her firm little bottom while his fingers wan- 
dered and gently tickled the tiny orifice. 

It was too much for Hony. Raising her 
head, she slipped her arms round the 
‘young man’s” neck, gripping him tightly 
and pressing her lips to his. Her tongue 
shot out, right down his throat. She 
writhed with lascivious passion. 

The “‘young man’s” fingers still further 
wandered and entered the cleft valley, 
which he had but so recently opened. It 
was already moist from her lust. 


Hony withdrew her lips from his and the 
‘young man’’ whispered, ‘“‘Hony, darling, 
you remember our first evening when | 
came in and saw you with Carrie?”’ 

Hony blushed and hid her face on his 
shoulder, and he continued, ‘‘Hony, | want 
to see you like that again.’’ She raised her 
head and gazed at him. 

Hony then slipped off his knees. She 
commenced unfastening her dress, but he 
stopped her. ‘‘No, darling, let me do that.”’ 
And bit by bit he himself gradually re- 
moved her clothes. 

He stopped every now and then to kiss 
and admire her; he raised her arms to kiss 
the down beneath them and inhale the 
perfume. 

At last Hony was reduced to a silken 
chemise, almost transparent. He stepped 
away and watched her with intense admi- 
ration as she stood half-ashamed and 
half-pleased. 

Then he said, ‘‘Hony, let it fall to your 
feet and step out of it.’’ 

Timidly, she complied. It was not mock 
modesty, but her nervousness was be- 
cause she really loved him. 

He posed her in nearly every way he 
could think of, watching for the effect. 
Each time he came back and kissed her. 

At last he lifted her up, naked as she 
was, and laid her gently on his bed. 

He kissed each perfectly shaped 
breast, toying with them with his tongue 
and sometimes savagely sucking them as 
if he would bite off the rose-colored nip- 
ples. His kisses went lower and lower; his 
tongue traveled over her honey-sweet 
skin; he came to the soft downy mount and 
kissed it, opened her legs and buried his 
face between them, his tongue working fu- 
riously—he almost hurt her. He felt at that 
moment he would like to devour her; then 
his kisses went still further down each ex- 
quisitely formed leg to the tiny foot. He 
loved the delicate feet, so perfect of shape 
and so pink and white. He kissed them 
long and fervently. 

Gently he turned her over, kissing her 
neck, her back and the two beautiful 
rounded curves of her bottom. Hony had 
almost fainted with the ecstasy of her sen- 
Sual passions, such as she had never felt 
before, but as she felt him turn her over, 
instinctively she opened her thighs. 

Without hesitation the “young man” 
was on top of her and in a few, all-too-brief 
seconds, it was over. Hony fell asleep in 
his arms. 


So the voyage continued. 

The weather grew colder as they 
reached the more southern latitudes near- 
ing the Horn, which fortunately they were 
able to round without any of the terrible ex- 
periences so often met with in that region, 
and the New Decameron again set herself 
northwards towards the goal of their voy- 
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age, which they were now rapidly 
approaching. 

Lord Reggie, promenading the wind- 
swept deck one day, began to ardently 
watch the two brothers Cyril and Jim. As 
he watched them, he longed to see them 
stripped stark naked and their perfectly 
formed bodies interwoven in the abandon- 
ment of lust. 

As he thought of it, his penis became 
rigid and swollen to bursting point, but he 
resisted the temptation to relieve his feel- 
ings himself. Once he got Cyril to follow 
him into his cabin after the morning walk. 
He kissed the young man passionately. 
Undoing the buttons of his trousers he re- 
leased Cyril's by no means insignificant 
prick. He played with it, rubbing it up and 
down against his cheek; he could not re- 
sist the temptation and let his lips encircle 
the scarlet head, while his tongue gently 
titillated the opening. 

He let the young man’s prick slip further 
and further into his mouth, holding it tightly 
all the time. Cyril writhed and, tearing the 
buttons from Lord Reggie's trousers, 
grasped his rampant member. Before 
Lord Reggie realized what was happen- 
ing, he felt Cyril spending in his mouth. He 
did not let go; he felt he could not. At the 
same moment there shot out from him, 
over Cyril's hand and arm, the token of the 
state into which he had worked himself. 

Hony had got accustomed to go into the 
‘young man’s”’ cabin whenever she liked, 
though of course she usually knocked, but 
one morning, rising earlier than usual, she 
stole out and cautiously made her way 
there. She was feeling hot and excited. 
She felt she wanted to be cuddled and 
kissed. She meant to wake him gently with 
a kiss, then creep into his bed beside him, 
and she felt sure he would be pleased to 
see her, and /t would happen again. 

When she got to the door she quietly 
tried the handle and it turned; she stepped 
in quickly and closed it before looking at 
the bed. As she did so, she gave a little 
gasp of surprise. 

The ‘‘young man”’ lay there quite naked 
and on him sat Maudie with a leg on each 
side of his body. They had stopped all 
movement as the door opened. 

Also on the bed was Jim; he had an arm 
round Maudie and was kissing and suck- 
ing one of her breasts; his other hand was 
between the ‘‘young man’s’’ legs under 
Maudie’s buttocks; she could see he was 
playing with the ‘‘young man’s’’ balls. 

At first she was seized with pangs of 
jealousy. 

The “‘young man” noticed It and said, 
“Come here, Hony, and kiss me. You 
must not be jealous here, you know; we 
are all good friends, darling.” 


A taste of a salty (seagoing) urchin: just 
the thing to buck up a buccaneer. 
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She came over with a shade of reluc- 
tance and kissed him, but the kiss he gave 
her in return drove all else from her head. 
He kept her mouth glued to his as she bent 
over him, and to her it felt as if he was 
sucking out her life’s blood; his hand wan- 
dered under her delicately shaded, simple 
dressing gown and under the soft, light 
fabric of her nightdress it came in contact 
with the cool, firm flesh of her legs. An in- 
tense thrill passed over them both and he 
pressed her lips even more tightly to his. 
His body quivered and his buttocks rose 
and fell with a quick spasmodic motion. 
Maudie helped him, first relieving him of 
her weight, then letting it press down on 
him as much as she could, engulfing his 
rigid member to the uttermost fraction. 

The ‘‘young man’s” thrusts grew faster 
and more fierce; he roughly thrust his 
hand between Hony’s legs and two fin- 
gers up her now quite humid sheath. With 
one final convulsion he spent and for a few 
seconds his body became quite rigid— 
then the intoxicating soasm was over. 

He lay quite.still, Keeping Hony’s lips 
pressed to his and not letting Maudie get 
off, as she had tried to. 

Notwithstanding the intensity of his feel- 
ings and the profuseness of his discharge, 
he continued to feel unsatisfied. 

No mere physical relief could drown the 
craving of lust which then possessed him. 

After a slight pause he at last released 
Hony’s lios and drew her onto the bed. 

He asked her to kiss Maudie, which she 
did passionately, their tongues darting in 
and out between each other's lips. As she 
turned her back to him the “young man’”’ 
raised her, placed her astride his face, her 
beautifully rounded bottom just above it. 
When her position dawned on her, she 
softly sank back, almost smothering him, 
but he loved it, and the movements of his 
body recommenced. 

One hand gently caressed Hony. The 
other he laid on Jim's stiff prick; Hony’s 
hand also stole to it, while she still contin- 
ued to kiss Maudie, and the sensation of 
their two hands meeting and touching on it 
was exquisite to those two. One of Mau- 
die’s hands crept round and toyed with 
Hony’s pink opening just above the 
“young man’s’’ eyes. 

The movements grew fast and furious, 
sighs escaping them all, and this time all 
four of them simultaneously paid their trib- 
ute to the deity of love and passion. 

Hony scrambled off the ‘young man’”’ 
and lay down, exhausted and satisfied, by 
his side. Maudie and Jim crept softly 
~ away. 

The ‘‘young man” then told Hony about 
his island, of his palace, of the natives and 
of the perfect climate. He was lord and 
master there; his word was law, as much 
as on his ship. They had no socialists or 
suffragettes among his community. 
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Hony could not resist the temptation to 
ask him if he did not at times long for the 
old country and regret that, now a pirate, 
he would never be able to return. He only 
smiled, and then he told her what even 
those nearest to him of his subordinates 
had not dreamt of—his plan to reinstate 
himself and all those under his command. 
He was positive of his success when the 
proper time came, and under the most sol- 
emn pledge of secrecy, he gave her a 
glimpse of what It was. 

It bewildered her. 

These confidences led to more endear- 
ments, and this time it was Hony’s turn. 
They did not hurry—the delightful contact 
of their naked flesh, and Hony’s rapture 
that the vacuum she had been sensible of 
was now filled and stretched to its utmost 
capacity, were too heavenly to put an end 
to before nature compelled it, but at last 
nature triumphed—and the commingling 
of their bodies seemed to be but part of the 
commingling of their souls. 

Hony, with a passionate and fervent 
kiss, dressed, as much as she could, and 
ran back to her own cabin and to Carrie. 
To her, she told the events of that morning, 
except, of course, where her promise was 
concerned. 

The day passed quickly, all parties ex- 
pecting to sight the promised land in the 
morning. — 

The next morning, Herr Kunst was sud- 
denly aroused by a thunderous report in 
the distance. He sat up instantly, his face 
blanched and scared. A few seconds later 
there was a fearful report on the ship and 
he felt her shiver—he knew they had been 
struck. He flopped out of bed, alternately 
cursing and praying, and snatched up the 
life belt to which he had carefully attached 
his box of treasures, and then as an after- 
thought he seized a spare one for himself 
and rushed up on deck, screaming, ‘It 
vos der British navy, ain't it?” 

The sight on deck which met his view 
was not quite what he expected. 

Mr. Silverwood, Lady Tittle, Hony, Car- 
rie, Billy Neale, the sisters and Hannibal 
McGregor were all quietly standing on 
deck, grouped to one side of the ship, all 
dressed and seemingly quite happy, and 
there—not a quarter of a mile off, over the 
port bow—lay a most charming-looking 
rural vista—with the exception of a faint 
glimpse of Cape Horn, the only land they 
had seen since New York. 

McGregor turned and stared at Herr 
Kunst. ‘“‘Guid gracious, man, are ye think- 
in’ on swimmin’ tae the shore? D’ye ken 
there’s a canny few sharks roond aboot 
here?”’ . 

Herr Kunst was, for the first time on the 
voyage, really ashamed of himself and, 
without scarcely looking at the land, has- 
tened back to his cabin to don a more ap- 
propriate garb. 


The guns he had heard were the salute 
which had been replied to by the New 
Decameron. 

The ‘‘young man”’ in immaculate uni- 
form was on the bridge and, as the ship 
slowed down, along, dark object seemed 
to appear from the rocks themselves and 
come tearing towards them. 

Almost as suddenly as it appeared, it 
stopped by the lowered gangway of the 
ship: Three men sprang off the torpedolike 
craft. The ‘‘young man”’ stepped forward 
and shook hands cordially with the leader, 
who was dressed almost identically. 

Lady Tittle, who had been staring at him 
as if her eyes would fall out of her head, 
fairly gasped and murmured, “The Earl 
of’’—but a quick glance from the ‘young 
man’ silenced her. 

Even Lord Reggie, who just then came 
on deck, looked mildly surprised. 

After the greeting the ‘‘young man”’ in- 
troduced him to the party as his vice com- 
mander and captain of the island. 

Lady Tittle was thinking over the dreaa- 
ful case of the Earl of Wimbledon, who 
was caught red-handed in the most seri- 
ous of moral breaches of the law and, 
providentially, ‘‘accidentally’’ drowned 
before his arrest. 

She was wondering how he could have 
come to life again. 

Slowly the New Decameron steamed— 
as it appeared—straight for the rocks, but 
just as she was on them, a narrow channel 
Suddenly opened out to the left and the 
New Decameron swung round into it. 

They traversed a narrow cut right 
through the very cliffs on the island, sixty 
yards across, when suddenly they 
emerged upon a magnificent inland lake. 

On it there lay several strange-looking 
craft at anchor and, along one shore, a 
miniature Venice of dazzling white build- 
ings struck the eye. 

Herr Kunst came hurriedly on deck. 
Over his arm was his life belt—attached to 
it, the precious box of treasures. 

Going up to the ‘young man,” he said, 
“Before | on the shore go, | vant my 
check.’ 

The “‘young man’ called him aside and 
gave him the check, already made out— 
on a San Francisco bank—open, of 
course. ‘| daresay our local bank will cash 
it,’ he said, ‘‘and you will have plenty of 
opportunities of spending your money on 
the beauties you are going to meet.”’ 

A sudden splash. The grating of chains. 
The anchors ran out and the voyage of the 
New Decameron was over. 


If this little history of our party of travelers 
meets with the approval of the reader, the 
author hopes someday to further narrate 
their experiences, both humorous and las- 
civious, on the ‘‘Uncharted Island.” 

(To be continued). 
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GENTLEMAN JAMES: | 
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James selects seven girls from three thousand candidates 
and spends four million creating the Hotel de Dream in time for 
the lavish inaugural ball. But how will the mob react? 


BY ROLAND JONES 


The story so far: James Pontchartrain 
Morgan, a native of New Orleans now 
resident in New York City, is set on estab- 
lishing a world-class corporation devoted 
to providing carnal pleasure. His asso- 
ciate—under him in bed as well as in the 
business—is Alice, a beautiful, sensuous, 
intelligent whore. James has also met up 
with Malcolm Little Sweet, a black man 
known as Sugar—jazz pianist, drug deal- 
er and karate expert. James and Sugar, 
out of mutual mistrust at first, engage ina 
brief barrelhouse brawl. James wins, but 
not until Sugar has earned the white 
pimp’s respect. Sugar’s reward is Lisa—a 
glorious redhead who is also the envy of 
James. The story picks up with James 
asleep in a big warehouse ... 


The morning sun, slanting through the old- 
fashioned, factory-style skylight, set his 
loosely closed eyelids aglow. As he 
passed fitfully from the last dream of night 
toward the first thought of day, he sensed 
that somewhere in the huge high-ceil- 
inged room something or somebody was 
moving. He snapped to a sitting position, 
his right hand flashing back under the pil- 
low for the Smith & Wesson. 

Lisa came toward him—the flecked 
rays setting her extraordinary body in an 
aura and backlighting her red bush. 

In an instant he was transfixed from fear 
to longing. 

Her aquamarine eyes were bright with 
purpose. She puckered her lips, threw 
him a kiss, smiled almost sardonically, he 
thought, as she pressed her palm firmly 
against his chest until he understood. He 
lay back—still. 

She gracefully slid over his body—her 
red hair fully covering her back and just 
touching the top of her bottom. Gently she 


lowered herself toward his face. There 
was a faint aroma of honey-and-herb 
shampoo—the latest fashion among high- 
class whores. 

He kissed and tongued. 

And then she rose up slightly, just 
enough so that his view was of an ass that 
men would kill for: round and firm and 
smooth, soft and pink and penetrable. 

Her tongue started at the tip of his cock 
and worked downward, over his balls and 
tantalizingly beyond. She slid down to his 
waist. Gently, so very gently, she raised 
his cock up and out from him and into her. 
She began to rock. She rocked back- 
wards and forwards, up and down. 

He slipped his middle finger into the 
pink spot between her cheeks. 

She kept rocking, back and forth. 

He rocked in tandem. Faster and faster. 

Over her shoulder she whispered, 
‘‘Now, James Pontchartrain Morgan, now 
come. 

The obeying of such a command is a 
prerequisite for any great lover or accom- 
plished pimp. He was both. 

To have experienced James in ejacula- 
tion was legendary among his whores. 
Now Lisa, this first time, although fore- 
warned, was nevertheless amazed. Some 
men sigh and tremble, some men moan 
and shake; James coming was cata- 
strophic seizure, not for the moment but 
for the minute. It made a girl feel like an 
earth mother to bring a man to such a 
state—volcanic yet vulnerable. 


It was a spring of frenzy. The girls—Lisa 
and Claire, but not Alice—were sent off to 
Bermuda, to a grand bungalow by the sea, 
where Uncle Earl had an interest. In many 
ways the Bungalow, as it was referred to, 
was the prototype for the New York City 


AFTER THE BALL 


operation—a theater for the performance 
of gorgeous, well-spoken girls of geisha 
skill who had but one role: to pleasure cli- 
ents having big bucks to spend. 

In New York City, at 64% Great Jones 
Street, Alice met with the architect, the 
general contractor, the interior decorator. 

The old, wide, wooden staircase was 
replaced by a smooth-running, all-but-si- 
lent elevator that looked just like the old- 
style glass-sided models. The first-floor 
sitting room was wainscoted five feet high 
with Brazilian mahogany; above, to the 
twelve-foot-high ceiling, the walls were 
covered with pale blue rice paper. On fac- 
ing walls hung a Gustav Klimt and an Os- 
kar Kokoschka. The entire interior of the 
building had been refaced in exotic woods 
and plastered in rococo designs. Alice 
spent days on 28th and 29th Streets, pur- 
chasing Oriental carpets, and hour upon 
hour in her fifth-floor studio, selecting chi- 
na, crystal, drapes, bed linen. Every bed- 
room had its exclusive decor. 

By early summer something just short of 
four million dollars had been committed 
for interior alterations and refurbishment. 
However, 6417, Great Jones Street from 
the outside looked as it long had—dingy. 

Before the first workman entered the 
building, James met with Harry Sato of 
Sato and West. Harry was a wiry niséi, 
who at eighteen had gotten out of the Mini- 
doka Relocation Center in Hunt, Idaho, by 
volunteering for the U.S. Army’s Japa- 
nese-American Combat Team. He fought 
in Italy in a rifle company and made a bit of 


a name for himself as the second-ranking 


bantamweight in the Fifth Army. He was 
discharged at Fort Dix, enrolled at North- 
western and in due course, thanks to the 
G.|. Bill, earned a law degree. Having 
sworn never to return to California and 
tired of the midwestern cold, he settled in 
New York City. 

Harry was not bitter or cynical, just real- 
istic, as he perceived reality. He was not 
trusting. He believed in comforts stem- 
ming from the manipulation of the power 
Structure. It was his experience that the 
most effective way to that end was through 
bribery, whether blatant or subtle. 

Harry’s partner, Nathan West, was the 
heavy, having practiced the unsophisticat- 
ed ways of corruption as a state assem- 
blyman from New York’s Lower East Side. 
Harry took care of the subtleties. Harry 
and Nathan had known Uncle Earl for thir- 
ty years, to their great benefit. 

A chain of storefront videocassette- 
rental shops was acquired to legitimize 
Uncle Earl’s cocaine and marijuana im- 
port operations. Video Visions, Inc., was a 
subsidiary of James Pontchartrain Mor- 
gan, Inc., a privately held corporation reg- 
istered in Delaware. The JPM stationery 
listed branches in Bermuda, New Orleans 
and New York. Sato and West were attor- 
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neys of record in the matter of pending 
franchise offerings, and Harry’s sister-in- 
law, Ruth Ann Charleston, of RAC Public 
Relations, launched a direct-mail cam- 
paign of gilt-edged invitations to a select 
five hundred of the country’s prominent 
chief executive officers, vice presidents, 
general managers, senior partners and 
the like—big shots who, within the last 
eighteen months, had junketed to either 
Atlantic City or Las Vegas for gambling 
and other high-style fun. 

James himself took charge of the pur- 
chase and installation of the security and 
communications systems at Great Jones 
Street. There were listening devices in all 
the rooms and TV cameras scanned the 
passageways and all the exterior ap- 
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A burly ape of a 
man stood stonily in James’ 
path. From behind, 
a hand grasped his shoulder. 
When James turned 
to look, he knew he was 
looking at, if not 
a heavyweight contender, one 
recently retired 
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proaches. A satellite dish was acquired, 
as was a scrambler telephone and a FAX 
machine for communication with Uncle 
Earl. James also bought the Nautilus and 
Eagle equipment, the punching bag and 
the boxing ring for the basement fitness 
center. There was barely enough room 
down there for the five-ton safe. 

This advertisement appeared in news- 
papers of the Village Voice, Chicago 
Reader and Bay Guardian category 
throughout the country: 


Wanted—Exceptionally attractive 
actresses. International organiza- 
tion seeks young women for execu- 
tive performance role-playing. Must 
have at least two years of college 
and be willing to travel. Very high 
pay. Flexible hours. Send color 
photograph to RAC Public Rela- 
tions, Box 227, Second St. Station, 
N.Y., NY 10095. 


Three thousand photographs were re- 


ceived in two weeks—the arbitrary cutoff 
date. ‘‘If they can’t get a picture in by then, 
fuck ‘em,’’ said James, who resented hav- 
ing to advertise in the first place. 

Alice said she damn near went blind 
looking at so many pictures and damn 
near died laughing at people who thought 
they were ‘‘extremely attractive.” 

Alice selected ninety of the photo- 
graphs as showing potential. She called 
each of the applicants who looked inter- 
esting and thereby eliminated sixty-two. 

James flew to San Francisco and, in the 
English Grill of the St. Francis Hotel, inter- 
viewed those located west of the Rockies. 
He did the same at the Drake in Chicago 
and the Plaza in New York. Within three 
weeks, eighteen finalists were training at 
the Upland Inn on Desert Island in Maine, 
another of Uncle Earl’s holdings. They 
were taken through a no-nonsense, inten- 
sive finishing course with lessons in fash- 
ion, cosmetics, posture, diction and the 
like. Three quit and five were dismissed. 
The remaining ten were sent around the 
country to.meet and to escort clients to the 
Bungalow. No more was asked of them 
and the specially selected clients were 
briefed beforehand to play it cool. Two 
more girls quit and one more was fired. 

James flew to the Bungalow and had a 
chat with each of the seven. They could 
draw a thousand dollars a week against 
commission selling life insurance in an 
agency Uncle Earl owned in Dallas—very 
legitimate—or they could go to Great 
Jones Street for four thousand a week 
minimum, guaranteed. All seven accepted 
New York. All seven knew just what was 
expected. 

They were just in time for the inaugural 
ball. Invitations went out from the RAC 
agency. 


Alice Cora Crane 
requests the pleasure 
of your company for the 
ceremonies inaugurating 
the Hotel de Dream 
of the New York City branch of 
James Pontchartrain Morgan, Inc., 
641 Great Jones Street, 
on Saturday evening, 
September Sixth. 


It would be appropriate for 
guests to arrive from 
nine to ten o'clock for a 
formal reception given 
by Ms. Crane and Mr. Morgan. 
Dinner will be served 
at midnight. 


There will be dancing 
until dawn. 


Black tie required, except 
for officers on active duty. 
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The cognoscenti smiled at the reference 
to the Hotel de Dream, Alice being the 
great-great-granddaughter of Cora 
Crane, proprietress of the fabled Jackson- 
ville, Florida, whorehouse and wife of the 
American author, Stephen Crane. 

Through James’ sergeant at the local 
precinct, two off-duty detectives were en- 
gaged to oversee car and people security. 

Six young black men, wearing Yankee 
baseball caps backwards, stood guard 
over the cars that weren't attended by 
chauffeurs. The young men were recruit- 
ed by Sugar at the entrance to the Holland 
Tunnel, where they had been washing 
windshields for tips. The caps were so the 
detectives could tell the good guys. 

As it was, there were no bad guys, since 
one police car was parked opposite 641/% 
all night and another cruised by every 
quarter hour. | 

If the media had been alerted, the inau- 
gural would have been headlined as a 
gala event; TV announcers would have 
gushed over the arriving guests, quite a 
few of whom were well-known to them— 
but Ruth Ann, not having sent out publicity 
releases, counted on what she called the 
“lassitude of the Fourth Estate.’’ She was 
right; there was no coverage. In any case, 
the baseball caps had been told to muscle 
away anybody carrying a camera, a note- 
book or a TV camera. There was no 
incident. 

The building had been reconstructed so 
that the second and third floors were com- 
bined into a huge room, thirty feet high. It 
glittered in the style of an eighteenth cen- 
tury ballroom, dumbfounding some of the 
guests who had never seen anything more 
lavish than flashing strobes in otherwise 
gloomy, cavernous discos. 

Just inside the ballroom, at the begin- 
ning of a forty-foot bar with a real brass 
rail, a beautiful Alice, in a formal gown by 
Pierre de Versailles, greeted each guest 
as Harry West boomed out a name. The 
women were introduced without reference 
to marital state, it being suspected that no 
married woman was accompanying a 
husband—not hers, at least. 

Alice, in the best tradition of the formal 
receiving line, then presented the guest to 
a beaming James, who in turn passed the 
guest on with the words, ‘‘Please, let me 
present our manager of the Hotel de 
Dream, Mr. Malcolm Little Sweet, who we 
all call Sugar.” 

Both James and Sugar looked the wom- 
en over very carefully, alert as they were 
for possible recruits. 

A twelve-piece swing band merrily 
played old standards; during breaks a 
jazz trio and blues singer kept the night full 
of music, drowning out the popping of 
champagne corks. 

As James observed in triumph a scene 
of revelers four hours into their pleasure, 
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that trait of photographic memory, pos- 
sessed by few men, brought forth to hima 
passage from The Great Gatsby: 

‘Laughter is easier minute by minute, 
spilled with prodigality, tipped out at a 
cheerful word. The groups change more 
swiftly, swell with new arrivals, dissolve 
and form in the same breath; already there 
are wanderers, confident girls who weave 
here and there among the stouter and 
more stable, become for a sharp, joyous 
moment the center of a group, and then, 
excited with the triumph, glide on through 
the sea-change of faces and voices...” 

In retrospect, James thought that the 
procedures of the evening had one fault. 
Neither he nor Alice nor Sugar could asso- 
ciate every guest’s name with every guest. 
As for James, his memory would only 
have worked if he had seen a photo next 
to each name. . 

Around three o'clock when the party 
was full-blast, a young man in a beautifully 
tailored tux, no rental job that, ap- 
proached him and carefully snapped 
open a silver case, offering James a line of 
coke. James declined. The young. man 
shrugged and, looking intently at James, 
said, ‘‘Nice show. Our congratulations to 
you and to Sato and West, but you know 
my firm—Peterson, Parkhurst, Rosario 
and Eisenberg—could be of great addi- 
tional help in this town. We're well-con- 
nected, you could say, with the Real 
Estate Commission, which can be a pain 
in the ass when it comes to old 
warehouses. 

That’s all. A punk? Maybe, maybe not. 
But James was tired ... glowingly trium- 
phant but tired nonetheless ... and not 
much inclined to suffer a fool. For a mo- 
ment he was tempted to reach out and 
rupture the bastard’s windpipe. Instead, 
he restrained himself. “‘Fuck off, you 
creep’’ was all he said, and seconds later 
the young man was moving swiftly out the 
door, his elbow held by Sugar. A profes- 
sional, observing, would have known it 
wasn't a gentle departure. 

The next day Harry checked out Peter- 
son, Parkhurst, et al—a brokerage firm 
specializing in real estate investment con- 
duits, condominium offerings and mort- 
gage repossessions. A clerk in the United 
States Attorney’s Office passed a back- 
ground report to one of Harry's asso- 
ciates. The report stated that there was 
strong suspicion that the firm had filed 
false federal tax forms, created ficticious 
stock accounts, lied about details of stock 
trades and had laundered money. 

When informed, Uncle Earl said, 
“Wait.” 

Before the wait was over, three different 
inspectors from the Office of Building In- 
spection checked out 641/ Great Jones. 

The firm of Sato and West spent the next 
month in municipal court, obtaining exten- 


sions and registering explanations and 
denials. Nathan West paid out over twelve 
thousand dollars. The result? Another visit 
by an inspector and more time in court. 

October 14, James later remembered, 
was an extraordinarily beautiful day— 
chilly, sunny and brilliantly colored by the 
changing leaves of fall. As was his habit, 
he ended his run in Central Park with a 
cooling-off walk west, toward the Broad- 
way subway. At the Tavern on the Green 
parking lot, which was jammed as usual 
with waiting limousines, a burly ape of a 
man in a dark suit and driver's cap stood 
stonily in James’ path. From behind, a 
hand grasped his shoulder. When James 
turned to look, he Knew he was looking at, 
if not a heavyweight contender, at least 
one who had only recently retired. 

James was ushered into the backseat of 
a stretched Volvo limo. The heavyweight 
sat beside him. 

From the front seat a voice came over 
the intercom. 

‘I’m Mondo Rosario. |’ll be brief. We’ve 
tried to be reasonable with you but it ap- 
pears that you haven’t learned the ways of 


our city. It's a warm community where. 


eight million people live in peace and har- 
mony and share the benefits of democra- 
cy. The point is, we share ... our share 
being five percent. In seventy-two hours 
have Nathan present us with a token of 
your generosity—fifty thousand.”’ 

The limo stopped at the northwest cor- 
ner of Broadway and 66th Street, a down- 
town subway stop. James got out, didn't 
say a word and didn’t look back. 

Earl said, ‘‘Wait... still wait.”’ 

During the following weeks James took 
his daily runs around the park. One of the 
baseball caps ran ten steps in front, anoth- 
er ten steps behind. 

On October 23, after Lisa left Dimitri’s 
Diner and was crossing Canal Street—as 
she did every morning at eleven, after her 
scrambled egg on aroll and coffee, heavy 
on the cream, with three teaspoons of 


Sugar—a bicycle rider sped past her. A. 


lasso dropped over her head and tight- 
ened around her neck. She was dragged 
to the ground. Her neck was broken. She 
never had a chance even to scream. It 
happened in broad daylight. 

Moments later, Dimitri’s dishwasher— 
who always tried to have his morning ciga- 
rette outside as Lisa sashayed across Ca- 
nal Street—roused James and Sugar. 

As a siren got louder and louder and a 
police car came to a halt, James stood 
over the body. He looked down at it for 
only a fleeting second. Then he turned and 
retched, over and over. 

Sugar stood frozen, never taking his 
eyes off the twisted face, its mouth still 
seeping blood. He heard the dishwasher 
whisper, ‘‘Asesinato. 

(To be continued.) 
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The Phantom adds 
a whole new dimension to 
‘service area’ 
in this high-ballin’ letter 
guaranteed to get 
America back on the interstates 


The Blue Phantom and Phantomess, in 
the kind of gracious gesture we’ve come 
to appreciate from the sexually benevo- 
lent Blues, have gallantly offered to re- 
lieve some of the urgent pressures we 
feel at our tight hemlines—er, deadlines. 
Finally, a reader service that really does 
service! Now if only we hadn’t traded in 
those comfy beds for these damn hard 
desks ... Well, here’s another of Bluey’s 
coups, a motorway Good Samaritan ea- 
ger to keep those big trucks rollin’. 


Dear Penthouse Letters: 

Okay! |, the Blue Phantom, have told you a 
little bit more about myself. True, | have not 
given you my name yet, but | might get 
around to that soon. Now | have some 
questions that I'd like you to answer. 

First of all, often as | sit at my old desk, 
rewriting and typing the many erotic letters 
that my friends, coworkers and | are send- 
ing to you, | find myself wondering about 
the scene at the editorial offices of Pent- 
house Letters at 1965 Broadway, New 
York City. | wonder about the people who 
receive all the letters sent to you each day. 
Having never been there to see all of you, 
my mind naturally creates all sorts of pic- 
tures to satisfy my curiosity. But it doesn't 
really satisfy me, you know. 

How many people does the Penthouse 
empire employ to read and edit all the let- 
ters? What is the ratio of male to female 
editors? What is the average age of these 
editors? How many letters does Pent- 
house Letters receive in a day? A month? 
A year? How do any of you ever manage 
to get any work done? Don't you get un- 
controllable sexual urges while reading 
the letters? Seriously, now, do any of you 
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ever sneak off together to some broom 
closet—or perhaps a nearby hotel at 
noontime to satisfy yourselves with a little 
quickie? Or for a date with Rosy Palm? 

It's true that |, being the Blue Phantom, 
could render myself invisible and fly to 
New York City in a matter of milliseconds 
to drop.in and spy on you. Being a sexual 
superhero of honor and moral fiber, how- 
ever, | would never, ever invade the priva- 
cy of others. Hee, hee, hee. 

Somehow, while I’m writing and typing 
and licking the glue on all the envelopes 
and stamps, getting our erotic writings 
ready for the mail run, | always find myself 
imagining that our letters will be read and 
edited by two or three dozen lovely young 
lasses. It’s fun to imagine several deli- 


cious young vixens fighting about who 
gets to read the Blue Phantom’s letters 
first. As I’m on my way to the post office, | 
sometimes imagine that | see blouses and 
skirts being ripped open and lovely soft 
tits popping into view, and beautiful thighs 
and shapely, pantied bottoms being ex- 
posed as a group of gorgeous editorial 
foxes wrestle one another to see which 
one will be first to enjoy a particular letter. 

Not the scene at all, I'll bet, but it makes 
for a wonderful fantasy! 

Penthouse Letters doesn’t give its male 
employees saltpeter to keep them from 
being distracted by ever-increasing levels 
of horniness, does it? If saltpeter is being 
dispensed, may | suggest an intelligent al- 
ternative? |’d like to offer the services of 
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Stacy, the Blue Phantomess, and myself. 
We'll work cheap!! Our job titles could be 
“editorial personnel tranquilizers.’’ You’d 
only have to supply us with knee pads and 
lip balm. We'd work inconspicuously un- 
der the desks of sexy young editors. Stacy 
can quietly fellate the male editors while | 
lick and nibble the clits, pussy lips and 
creamy gashes of all the succulent female 
editors. The need will thus be eliminated 
for them to leave their desks two or three 
times a day to sneak off for a quick piece 
of tail or to satisfy themselves manually. 

Now, since I've answered a few of your 
questions, you should be kind enough to 
answer mine. Perhaps the next letter you 
receive from me will include my real name 
and address.—B.P, Hazleton, Pa. 
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Dear Blue Phantom: 

We're quite gratified by your curiosity, and 
intend to answer all your questions—in 
person. If you'll just be gracious enough to 
visit our editorial offices, we'll reveal ev- 
erything, and we do mean everything. Just 
give us twenty-four hours’ notice to get the 
Dom Perignon on ice and fresh oysters 
flown in, and we'll give you a comprehen- 
sive tour. Then you and Stacy, the Blue 
Phantomess, can give a demonstration of 
your ‘editorial personnel tranquilizer’ 
technique. 

About the letters, the answer to how 
many we receive is: Never enough! We 
certainly can never get enough from you 
and your merry, crazy crew in Hazleton. 


The tender scene of bodices ripping and 


Hot-blooded Rickey Lee could spend 
hours languidly slurping on a hard cock. 


thighs quivering as feisty females fight 
over your latest letter isn't far from the 
truth. Nothing heats up our already over- 
heated offices (the air conditioning has to 
work so hard it breaks down on the aver- 
age of three time a week) more than a new 
Phantom letter. Keep up the good work, 
Bluey! And we'll serve you beer and pret- 
zels if those are your aphrodisiacs of 
choice.—The Editors 


Trucker Sucker 

I'd like to tell you all about the sexiest, 
most dedicated cocksucker in the world. 
she’s my beautiful, twenty-four-year-old 
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wife Rickey Lee—a full-blooded Italian 
beauty with fire in her eyes and her soul as 
well. She’s five-foot-nine, weighs one 
hundred nineteen pounds, has long, 
beautiful, coal-black hair and mysterious 
dark brown eyes. Her measurements are 
36C-24-35. Her dark complexion causes 
her to resemble an American Indian. 

| met Rickey Lee four years ago. We had 
been guests at a party and | couldn't take 
my eyes off her the whole time | was there. 
When the party ended | offered her a ride 
home. She accepted but asked if |’d mind 
riding around awhile so she could sober 
up before arriving home. | suspected that 
she had an ulterior motive in asking me to 
drive her around, because she didn't act 
or look at all intoxicated. As it turned out, 
my suspicion was correct. 

We talked for a while as we rode around 
and Rickey Lee sort of surprised me by 
saying that if | found a secluded spot and 
parked she’d suck me dry. Before | even 
had the car fully stopped, Rickey Lee 
pulled my cock out of my pants and began 
frantically gobbling it up. She ate it like a 
starving person finally getting a meal, 
sucking me off twice in less than half an 
hour and trying to continue even after my 
cock had gone limp and would not get 
hard again. For a while it seemed as 
though she was on a date with my dick 
and | was just a bothersome third party. 

Rickey Lee sucked and licked me for 
nearly an hour that night. She wouldn't 
give up until I'd finally come a third time. 
The next morning my cock was red, swol- 
len and tender to the touch. 

We started going out regularly after that, 
and | began getting sucked off about fif- 
teen times a week by her. She even goes 
down on me in movie theaters, on amuse- 
ment-park rides and in the local library. 
Rickey Lee puts on no phony airs. “‘l love 
to give head,’’ she once told me. ‘'l love 
you, but I’m going to suck any other guys 
who turn me on, so take me or leave me.” 

| didn’t want to leave her. | was in love 
with her. | realized that it was foolish to try 
to prevent her from doing what she loved 
most. We were married and | gave Rickey 
Lee my permission to suck any guy she 
desires. | did, however, forbid her to give 
her pussy to anyone but me. She agreed 
and said that that would be an easy agree- 
ment to keep. 

The more | thought about it back then, 
the more the idea of my sassy, sexy wife 
sucking other guys appealed to me. | in- 
formed her that | wanted to watch whenev- 
er she gave head. She was excited about 
my idea and admitted that nothing would 
tufn her on more than to suck off several 
guys in a row while | watched. 

We started picking up young guys in 


Another willing victim succumbs as fella- 
tio fever spreads like wildfire. 
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bars and other public places. Usually we 
only picked up one at a time, sometimes 
two. But | was dying to watch Rickey Lee 
blow four or five guys in one session. 
When | told her this, she said she'd gladly 
suck off as many guys as | could get to- 
gether in one place. 

| did not invite friends or local guys, for 
obvious reasons. | wanted them to be 
guys we would never see again. | didn’t 
want them phoning at all hours or drop- 
ping by unannounced for one of Rickey 
Lee’s delicious gobble-jobs. 

Rickey Lee practiced her deep-throat 
techniques on me constantly and kept 
perfecting her technique until she got to 
where she could swallow all | have without 
gagging! 

One afternoon, after we'd been married 
for about eight months, | got a terrific idea. 
| rushed home from work that evening and 
told my down-and-dirty plan to my cock- 
hungry wife. ‘‘How would you like to suck 
some strange cock tonight, lover?”’ | 
asked her. She smiled seductively, 
grabbed my cock and squeezed it hard. 
“You know me, honey,’ she said. *‘l’m al- 
ways ready to give head.”’ 

‘Well, then, get into your tightest pair of 
shorts and a sexy |-shirt and put your hair 
up,’’ | told her. ‘And no panties or bra, un- 
derstand? How would you like to suck off 
some young, well-hung truckers?”’ 

“V’d love to,’’ she replied. “It sounds 
yummy.” 

‘Well, then, go get dolled up. Maybe 
you'd better make up your eyes a little, 
too,’’ | told her. ‘You know how foxy that 
makes you look.’ 

Rickey Lee showered and dressed 
quickly. When she came into the living 
room, she looked so good that | was 
tempted to ask her to get on her knees 
right there and suck my cock. No, | 
thought, that can wait till later. 

We took a ride on the interstate highway 
to the nearest truck stop. There were 
about seven big rigs parked along one 
side of the lot. We parked among them. 
Cars and trucks came and went. People 
walked to and from the building. We sat 
there, keeping our eyes open for some 
young studs for Rickey Lee to blow. 

We waited and watched for a while. 
Suddenly Rickey Lee said, ‘‘Look at those 
two.’’ She was pointing at two young 
truckers who were on their way toward the 
rest room. ‘‘l'll do them,’’ said my horny 
young wife anxiously. The truckers both 
looked to be in their mid-twenties. They 
were lean and muscular, just the kind of 
guys that Rickey Lee loves to get down on 
her Knees for. They went into the building. 

A few moments later another young guy 
came walking by on Rickey Lee’s:side of 
the car. She smiled at him and he seemed 
to enjoy feasting his eyes on her beauty. 
‘He's really cute, too!’’ she exclaimed. 
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‘Him and those other two guys, I'd like to 
do all three of them.” 

“Okay,” | said. ‘‘I’ll see if they’re inter- 
ested.’ Following my instructions, Rickey 
Lee got out of the car and sat on the front 
fender. ‘‘Look hot,’’ | told her, ‘‘and if any 
state cops pull in here, try not to look like a 
hooker.’’ She laughed and sat on the 
fender, trying to look like a weary motorist. 
She didn’t have to make any effort to look 
sexy. She couldn't help looking that way. 

By now, all three potential sperm do- 
nors were in the men’s room. | walked 
slowly toward the building and waited for 
them to come out. Soon the door opened 
and out waltzed all three of them, talking 
and laughing among themselves. 

| got out a cigarette and pretended to be 
searching for my lighter. As they ap- 
proached | asked if one of them had a 
light. One said, ‘Sure, buddy,’’ handing 
me a lighter. As the four of us exchanged 
some small talk, one of them eyed the ‘‘hot 
mama’ who was sitting on my car. Rickey 
Lee smiled and gave him her best come- 
fuck-my-mouth look. 

Convinced now that these guys were 
the type that Rickey Lee and | were seek- 
ing, | decided to put the proposition to 
them. | looked at the guy who was eyeing 
Rickey Lee and said, ‘That chick loves to 
give head and she’s really expert at it.” 

‘That caught their attention. They looked 
at me with wide-open eyes and were silent 
for a moment. | realized they were proba- 
bly thinking that Rickey Lee was a prosti- 
tute and | her pimp. One guy asked, ‘‘Is 
she for sale or something?”’ 

‘‘No,’’ | said. ‘‘She’ll do it for free!” 

‘What?’ They asked in unison. 

‘She's my wife and she wants to blow 
you guys while | watch. We've done it be- 
fore, but never with three guys. She'll suck 
till you’re all satisfied. She can swallow 
your whole cock. It’s free, but she only 
gives head, no pussy. Interested?’ 

‘What's the catch?”’ 

‘No catch. It’s on the level. She loves to 
suck guys off—and | love to watch her do- 
ing it. She’s fantastic.”’ 

They were all smiling now as they 
checked out Rickey Lee’s delicious body. 
She smiled back at them, licking her lips 
and darting her tongue in and out of her 
mouth in a very erotic way. 

‘‘We can all go into the woods behind 
the building,’’ | suggested. “‘It’'ll be safe 
there and nobody will bother us if we don't 
make any noise.’’ | scanned the parking 
lot. There were no cops around. ‘“‘Look,’’ | 
said. ‘“You guys mosey on over there to 
the woods. Rickey Lee and | will join you 
there in a few minutes.” _ 

‘“Okay,’’ one of them said. They then 
headed back toward the trees. 

| returned to the car and told Rickey Lee 
that our wish had come true. She was real- 
ly excited. | apologized for the fact that 


there were only three guys. We'd both 
hoped for at least four. But Rickey Lee 
said, ‘Don’t worry. Three’s just fine.”’ 

‘Listen, honey,’ | said. “‘| want you na- 
ked and on your knees, understand? Let 
the guys undress you and feel you all over 
before you go down on them.”’ 

Rickey Lee agreed. We walked slowly 
back toward the wooded area behind the 
building. When we were out of sight of 
anyone in the parking lot, we quickly 
slipped into the woods. It was a perfect 
place. We could not be seen and there 
was enough light for me to see my sexy, 
hot-blooded young wife trying to satisfy 
her cocksucking addiction. | introduced 
her to the guys and asked how they liked 
her. Their replies were very positive. 

‘Why don’t you undress her and feel 
her up for a while?”’ | said to them. 
‘‘Squeeze her titties and fondle her ass- 
cheeks. Finger her cunt and get her really 
excited before she gives you head.’ 

One of the guys began groping Rickey 
Lee’s tits and the others promptly joined 
in. Soon her tiny red shorts were open and 
she wiggled her legs so they’d drop to the 
ground. As she stood there in her beautiful 
birthday suit, the three studs squeezed 
and rubbed her tits and ass. One of them 
was very interested in her huge, erect nip- 
ples. ‘‘Why don’t you take a taste?’’ Rick- 
ey Lee whispered to him. He turned his 
attention to my wife’s tits and sucked on 
her nipples as his hands explored her. 

‘Why don’t you other boys get down 
and lick my legs?’’ Rickey Lee asked. 
Both were on their knees immediately, 
one in front of her and one behind. So 
Rickey Lee was having her tits sucked by 
one guy while the other two licked her lus- 
cious thighs. My cock was hard as granite 
by now and straining against my jeans. | 
unzipped them and pulled it out into the 
warm summer air. Watching these three 
virile young truckers lick and suck my 
wife’s body, | slowly stroked my swollen 
shaft and waited in eager anticipation for 
her next command to the guys. Rickey Lee 
was really fired up now. | could hardly wait 
to see her blow them. 

Suddenly she asked them to take out 
their cocks and allow her to inspect them. 
The guys stopped what they were doing 
and stood up. Their zippers unzipped and 
three big, beautiful cocks appeared. Rick- 
ey Lee dropped to her knees in front of 
them. She was smiling as she grabbed 
their pricks, one after another, as if she 
couldn’t make up her mind which she 
wanted to taste first. ' : 

Two of them were fully erect. The bigger 
of these two was about six inches of throb- 
bing meat. Its huge blood-filled veins 
stood out enticingly. The shaft of the other, 
which stood almost straight up, was a little 
smaller but every bit as potent-looking. 
The young gentleman on the left was en- 


53 


dowed with a cock that might have be- 
longed to a wild stallion. It was 
uncircumsised and hung almost halfway 
down to his knees. | couldn't imagine how 
much it would grow when erect, but | Knew 
Rickey Lee would enjoy it. 

“Do this guy first,’’ | said as | pointed to 
the uncircumcised monster cock. Rickey 
Lee moved over to it and started kissing 
and licking the still-flaccid cock. She 
stroked it and peeled back its foreskin. 
Then, opening. her mouth wide, she took 
the raw pink head between her pleasure- 
giving lips. Slowly she sucked it until it be- 
gan to firm up. To my surprise, it did not 
get any bigger, just harder. 

Rickey Lee was soon blowing him in 
earnest. Each time she went down, | saw 
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more and more of his cock disappear into 
her mouth and throat. The guy was really 
digging it, grunting and moaning with 
pleasure. Rickey Lee was taking all of his 
cock in, then drawing her mouth back up 
the length of his shaft until only the tip of it 
was left in her mouth. Between strokes 
she licked all around the head. | knelt 
down next to her and said | wanted to see 
the guy’s come pour out into her mouth. 
She jerked his hard meat with her hand 
and sucked and licked his glans. 

Soon | was very pleased to see his hot 
white sperm gushing from his pee-hole 
and splashing all over my wife's lips and 
chin. Rickey Lee greedily lapped it all up. 
A big glob hit her in the eye and another 
shot onto her hair. 


| squeezed my throbbing cock as | 
watched my wife finish the first guy up and 
move to the guy in the middle. She was 
incredibly hot and horny now and quickly 
put her eager lips over number two's rigid 
shaft. She blew him rapidly for a few mo- 
ments while pumping the base of his rod. | 
feared she was going to make him shoot 
off too quickly and cheat him of her won- 
derful deep-throat abilities. | should have 
known better, though. Rickey Lee was just 
warming him up. 

Soon | saw his prick sliding deep into 
her experienced mouth. She swallowed it 
over and over again and then began work- 
ing on the head with her tongue and the 
shaft with her fist. Soon his cream gushed 
in between her eager lips. | was so 
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aroused that | thought! was going to shoot 
my spunk onto the ground. Rather than do 
that, | decided to fuck my wife as she blew 
the remaining guy. 

Rickey Lee sidled over to number three 
on her knees. She was still licking the 
come from her lips and fingers. ‘‘This 
sweet little bitch sure Knows how to suck a 
cock, doesn't she?’’ | asked the guys. 

‘You can sure say that again,’ replied 
the fellow she had just finished sucking 
off. “She can suck my cock again when- 
ever she wants to. | pass this way two or 
three times a month.’ 

Rickey Lee was really enjoying all the 
attention she was receiving. She was smil- 
ing happily and playing with number 
three’s cock as she prepared to blow him. 
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One thing’s for sure—raven-haired Rick- 
ey Lee was a cocksucker nonpareil. 


By then he was dying for it, |’m sure. Now 
his pants were down to his knees as Rick- 
ey Lee played with his hairy balls and ran 
her tongue all over his quivering member. 
soon her head was bobbing up and down 
as she rapidly fellated him. | knelt down 
behind her and started caressing and 
kissing her body as she sucked the truck- 
er's meat. ‘This guy’s waited so long for 
you to service him, honey,’’ | whispered in 
her ear, ‘that he deserves all the head he 
wants. Don’t stop sucking him until he’s 
satisfied. You make him come three times 
if he wants you to, okay?’’ 

“Ummmm hmmmm,”’ Rickey Lee mur- 


mured affirmatively, without missing a 
beat in the rhythm of her blowjob. 

| placed the tip of my cock between her 
legs. She was soaked with pussy juice 
and her bush was drenched. With my 
prick in my hand, | guided its swollen head 
into Rickey Lee’s snatch. It slipped in easi- 
ly and soon its full length was buried in 
her. | fucked her slowly, pulling my cock 
Out and rubbing her entire crotch with it, 
then inserting it again. | repeated this rou- 
tine again and again as Rickey Lee deep- 
throated her third truckman. It wasn’t long 
before | had a powerful orgasm and shot 
my hot spunk all the way up in her silky 
smooth cunt. When it was over, | removed 
my cock from my wife’s hole and posi- 
tioned myself where | had a clear view of 
her eager mouth working on the trucker’s 
meat. She had been blowing him for sev- 
eral minutes and | didn’t want to miss see- 
ing his come spurt into her mouth. | 
reminded her that | wanted to see the 
come fly. “‘Jerk and lick, lover,’ | said. 
‘Jerk and lick it fast now.”’ 

Obediently, she began pumping his 
shaft and energetically tonguing its head. 

The other two guys were sitting close 
by, watching the action as Rickey Lee ad- 
ministered to their buddy’s throbbing love 
muscle. ‘‘Why don’t you guys play with 
her tits and pussy until she finishes up?”’ | 
asked. They eagerly moved in closer to 
my cock-crazed wife. Mr. Horseprick fin- 
gered her juicy slit while the other guy 
rubbed and squeezed her tits. 

| got hard again just thinking about the 
load of sperm that would be gushing into 
my wife's mouth. | knew that when we got 
home, she'd suck me off and we’d have a 
fantastic fuck. With that in mind and the 
sight before me, | began rubbing my dick 
again. A sudden thick stream of jism 
spurted from the trucker’s cock. She 
caught most of it in her mouth and then 
went all the way down his come-coated 
shaft again and again. She was moaning 
constantly now. | knew she must have had 
an orgasm, thanks to Mr. Horsecock'’s fin- 
ger stimulation. After sucking and licking 
the spent shaft of number three clean, she 
looked around at all of us and smiled. 

The truckmen got dressed and thanked 
Rickey Lee and me, assuring us that 
they'd love to do it all again sometime. 
They went back to their trucks and, alone 
at last, Rickey Lee and | kissed passion- 
ately. ‘Beautiful, sexy wife,’’ | asked in a 
silly voice, ‘‘will you suck me here or at 
home in bed?”’ She giggled, gave me her 
prettiest smile and said she couldn’t wait 
till we got home. She went down on me 
right there and then—and in a few minutes 
| was filling her mouth with my hot sperm. 
Then we fucked right there on the ground. 
We both agreed it was definitely the best 
fuck of our entire lives|\—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 
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Small may be beautiful 
but big’s got more bodacious 
bounce to the ounce 
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BREAST SIZE 


BY CAROLYN STEELE 


. My wife has small breasts and | 
- want her to have augmentation 
surgery to increase their size. | think it will 
improve our sex life. She says | have a 
breast obsession. What is the answer? 
, Many men are breast-fixated. And 
. it’s understandable, for the female 
breast has been idealized throughout his- 
tory. In our culture the big, beautiful 
breasts that epitomize female sexuality 
decorate magazines, advertisements and 
movie screens. | don't think there’s any- 
thing wrong with being turned on by ample 
breasts and loving them. You can't, how- 
ever, bully your wife into augmenting her 
modest ones. That has to be her decision! 

Perhaps you can help her decide by 
getting her the latest information about im- 
plant surgery. Spend a few hours in the 
public library, locating and copying au- 
thoritative pieces from medical journals 
and other sources. The latest implants are 
sealed pouches—vast improvements 
over the silicone injections of yesteryear. 
And the surgical scars are barely detect- 
able. Maybe the information you provide, 
and the experiences of other women, will 
prompt your wife to consult a good plastic 
surgeon. Maybe not. 

My friend Cheryl, who had augmenta- 
tion surgery six months ago, says, ‘‘| knew 
my boyfriend was turned on by big boobs, 
but | didn’t do this for him. | did it for me. | 
was unhappy with my breasts the way 
they were. | fantasized about having 
breasts big enough to sandwich a cock 
and pump it dry. 

‘For a few weeks after the surgery, my 
breasts were too sore to be touched, but 
they already looked great—firm and high 
and proud. The first time | saw what the 
surgeon had done to them, | felt a shiver of 
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desire running down my spine and around 
to tickle my pussy. In the vanity mirror | 
watched them heaving like luscious, 
pearly globes as | stood and masturbated. 
| was turning myself on so much that | 
couldn’t wait to turn my guy on. As soon as 
| knew I'd feel no pain, | wanted to put 
them to the touch test. So my boyfriend 
took me on a getaway weekend at one of 
those outrageous hotels in the Poconos 
with heart-shaped tubs, Jacuzzis, pink 
satin sheets, mirrored ceilings, the works. 

‘‘! wore a lacy lavender push-up corset 
with matching garter belt and lavender 
stockings. As soon as we fell into bed, my 
breasts popped out of the corset top. He 
groaned with pleasure and his cock 
swelled. | watched in the ceiling mirror as 
he took first one nipple, then another, into 
his mouth and sucked. The sensations 
were even more intense than they'd been 
before surgery. He continued stroking and 
licking until he finally put his cock between 
my firm mounds and worked it back and 
forth until he shot his sweet hot come all 
over them. 

‘‘We spent most of the weekend in bed. 
The sight of my breasts never failed to 
drive us both crazy with lust. Seeing them 
in the mirror—glistening with sweat, heav- 
ing in passion—was an added turn-on. 
And now, even months later, our sex to- 
gether is better and hotter than ever. The 
difference is that now my body really turns 
me on, too.”’ 

What's happened to Chery! is not un- 
usual. According to the plastic surgeons 
and therapists | consulted, improved 
breasts can give a tremendous boost to a 
woman's libido. 

Denise, another friend who's had her 
breasts augmented, says, ‘‘| went up only 


one bra size, but | can’t tell you what it’s 
done for my sexuality. | love my body now. 
It's so female!” 

She made her decision following the 
breakup of a long-standing relationship— 
a breakup that had nothing to do with the 
size of her breasts. ‘‘| had wanted to do it 
for years, but | didn’t want anyone else 
around when it was done. | didn’t want an 
audience.” . 

Like Cheryl, Denise found that the sight 
of her new breasts drove her to masturba- 
tion. “| couldn't wait until the soreness 
went away. | began to caress them and 
tease the nipples between my fingers. 
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They were suddenly so responsive. | 
could have as much fun tickling them as | 
could from tickling my cunt.” 

soon, however, Denise longed to share 
her new toys with a partner. It was sum- 
mertime and she did what any sensible 
woman could do. She began sunbathing 
nude on the roof deck of her building. A 
few weeks later she met a stockbroker ata 
party. ‘And it was instant mutual attrac- 
tion.’’ She was wearing a sheer white cot- 
ton sundress—with tiny spaghetti straps 
that kept sliding off her shoulders—and no 
bra. ‘Augmented breasts are firm enough 
that you don’t need a bra—but they aren’t 


SEPTEMBER 1987 


hard. They feel perpetually like an eigh- 
teen-year-old's, and what woman doesn't 
want breasts like that? Well, | Knew how 
hot | looked with my tan and my new 
breasts in that wispy little dress. My new 
friend and | ignored everyone else, left 
early and went to dinner together. Then | 
invited him back to my place. 

‘| Knew we were going to have sex. 
He'd had an erection for most of the eve- 
ning. | was so excited that | was afraid my 
skirt would stick to my bottom when | got 
out of my chair in the restaurant. 

‘‘l took him straight to the roof of my 
apartment building, untied my straps and 


Are they the Real Thing or Mammaries 
Plus? Only her surgeon knows for sure. 


let my dress fall to the deck. His hands 
went straight to my breasts. He cupped 
them and sighed, his body trembling with 
desire. | unzipped his pants and released 
his eager cock. He grasped my buttocks 
and pulled me to him. My nipples grazed 
his chest hair as he thrust deeply in me.”’ 

A plastic surgeon can’t guarantee a 
love life capable of generating stories like 
this, just bigger, firmer breasts. But many 
women find that’s a more than adequate 
confidence booster. 
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You, the readers of 
Penthouse Letters, 
have created this’col- 
umn by popular de- 
mand. If you have a 
question about any as- 
pect of sex—a ques- 
tion you can’t ask 
anyone else—write to 
our Superlady of Sex, 
Carolyn Steele, and 
she will answer it on 
these pages as quickly 
as possible. Send your 
questions to: Carolyn 
Steele, Penthouse Let- 
ters, 1965 Broadway, 
New York, NY 10023. 
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@ Lately, every time | make love my penis stays hard 


awhile after ejaculating. If | continue screwing, can 


@ | have another ejaculation? Do men have multiple 


orgasms? 
Men certainly can and do have multiple or- 
gasms, though not as routinely as women 
do. If you keep an erection and.continue fucking 
after ejaculation, you very well may have another 
orgasm. There’s no law that a man has to go soft 
between ejaculations. 


|am twenty-six and have a casual friendship 

with a girl. We often give each other back 
rubs. Sometimes, while rubbing her, | perform 
cunnilingus. She never wants to reciprocate, 
though she seems to enjoy being pleasured by 
me. What am | doing wrong? , 

lt sounds as though you're doing everything 

right. Maybe she’s afraid that her oral skills 
aren't as good as yours. Or maybe she’s spoiled. 
Sometimes sexual relationships fall into patterns: 
One partner does most of the giving, thus spoiling 
the other partner. (| was once ina similar situation. 
My man was so good at cunnilingus, | didn't real- 
ize | was neglecting him until he told me.) 

You say she doesn't want to reciprocate. Have 
you actually asked? Or do you just wait and hope 
for something more than a back rub to happen? 
Tell her what you want. Or turn over and let your 
hard cock do the talking. 


How can | get my girl to go down on her best 

friend in front of me? 

Does she go down on her best friend when 

you're not there? If they’re already playing 
around with each other, they may easily make the 
transition to a threesome. Another possible sce- 
nario is that they've considered but not engaged 
in sex with each other. Perhaps you sense this at- 
traction between them. If it exists, you may be able 
to act as the catalyst to get them started. There's 
always the possibility, though, that they aren't in- 
terested in a lesbian experience. If you suggest it 
and your girl Says no—don't pressure her. At least 
you have planted the seed. 


My girlfriend complains that | come too soon. 

How can | last longer? 

Sex therapists recommend the ‘‘squeeze 
| technique.’’ By lightly pinching the base of 
your penis you can delay orgasm when you feel 
you're close to it. There’s also the ‘‘testicle pull,” 
whereby you pull your balls down and away from 
your body when you feel orgasm is near. Many 
men find that shifting positions or alternating inter- 
course with oral play helps. 

Why don't you practice base-pinching and testi- 
cle-pulling while masturbating? (For more de- 
tailed descriptions, consult a good sex guide.) 


And while you're working on stretching your per- - 


formance, perhaps you could help your girl 
achieve more orgasms manually and orally. If she 
is satisfied, it shouldn't matter when you come. 


| love to perform oral sex on women, but 
some tell me they don't like it. They say their 
clits are too sensitive. How can | perform oral sex 
on them so they can enjoy it? 
Many women cannot tolerate direct pres- 
\ sure, however gentle, on the clitoris. The 
trick is to lick around, not directly on, it. The next 
time you have a very sensitive clit under your 
tongue, tell its owner to guide your ministrations 
by holding and directing your head. And be alert to 
each tug of her fingers. 
| commend you for trying to open a new world of 
pleasure to women who usually reject oral sex. It 
is an incredibly delicious experience. Once you 
have helped them to realize this, they may not 
want to let you up for air. 


According to Kinsey, the average penis size 

is six inches. But his findings were published 
some time ago. Does this still hold true? Are 
blacks bigger than whites in the penis 
department? 

The Kinsey Institute for Sex Research con- 

_tinually updates its sexual data. The average 
penis is still about six inches in length. A lot has 
changed since the fifties, wnen Kinsey released 
his first study, but average cock size has not. 

According to statistics, a slightly higher per- 

centage of large penises can be found among 
black men than white, and a slightly higher per- 
centage of large penises can be found in the white 
race than in the yellow. But, remember, | said 
slightly. The differences are exaggerated in the 
minds of men. 


My wife caught me wearing her underwear. 

She was turned on, not angry as | thought 
she would be. Is this a normal reaction? 

You sound almost disappointed! Many men 

who enjoy crossdressing have written to say 
their wives don't approve. In some cases the 
wives have found the practice revolting. Like you, 
apparently, some—luckier—crossdressers have 
wives who don’t mind and may even enjoy sharing 
clothes with them. 

So what's a ‘“‘normal reaction’ anyway? 


When my cock’s erect, the foreskin doesn't 
retract all the way. This causes me pain. | 
think it also causes me to ejaculate prematurely. 
What can | do? | 
Anyone, male or female, who experiences 
4 pain during normal sexual functions should 
see a doctor. You may need a small surgical nip 
and tuck in your foreskin. All | can say with author- 
ity is: Call your physician for help. 
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| Hubby Goes Off Half-Cocked 

| | have been married seven and a half 
| months, and my wife is a lovely person, 
| but there is one problem: She is frustrated 
| when we make love because | can't hold 
| back from coming quickly. | come about 
| one minute after entering her. We have 
| tried everything from oral sex to mastur- 
| bating an hour before we have sex. We've 
| even tried a threesome with another guy, 
| but it still doesn’t work. She is talking 
| about going to a doctor, but | feel that 
| since she was my first sexual experience, 
| and | was her first too, maybe what we 
| need is another couple to show us how to 
| act with each other. She has been talking 
| about this girl at work named Lisa. A cou- 
_ ple of nights ago my wife came home and 
| told me that she had asked Lisa what she 
| thought about a threesome. Lisa replied 
| by saying she had tried it but would rather 
| have a foursome. When | heard about a 
| foursome, my cock sprang up, which indi- 
| cated that | loved Lisa’s idea. My wife then 
| said, “It didn’t work with a threesome. 
| What makes you think it will work any bet- 
| ter with a foursome?’’ She said to forget 
: _ the idea, and that we would eventually fig- 


XAVIERA 


| ure something out for us to do. 


When my wife came home last night, 


| she told me that Lisa had had on a very, 
| very sheer shirt with no bra. She said that 
| she had never seen bigger nipples in her 
entire life. | then asked her if Lisa had ever 
| mentioned the foursome idea again. All 
| my wife said was ‘‘Let’s forget the four- 
| some idea and go to sleep.”’ 


As | said, my wife has been talking 


| about going to a doctor. What do you think 
| we should do? Should she go to a doctor, 
| or should we have the foursome? Please 
| advise me. I’m sort of desperate!—L.S. 


Why your wife should go to a doctor is 


what | want to know. You and your wife 
| should go to a doctor, a sex therapist, to 
| be more precise. 


A fourway or threeway might help a 


| more experienced couple but will proba- 
| bly just worsen your premature ejacula- 
| tion problem. With another, more 
| experienced man beside you, you'll prob- 
| ably just feel even more insecure and 
| come just that much sooner. Also, another 
| woman will probably be even more de- 
| manding than your wife. At least you and 
| your wife love and understand each other 
| and have some patience when dealing 
| with each other's problems. Another 


woman, though, will be interested in one 


| thing only: great sex. If it doesn't measure 
| up, however, and you come shortly after 
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entering her ... Well, you can see the 
| problem. 


Yes, try a sex therapist. 


| Knockout Wife Takes on 
| All Comers as Her 


Number One Fan Applauds 
| have been happily married to a very 


| beautiful woman for twelve years. Marie 
| has the kind of face and figure (37-25-35) 
| that will turn any man on. Her cone- 
| shaped tits are nicely firm and ‘show no 
| sign of sagging, her stomach is trim and 
| flat, her ass is firm and her legs are long 
| and well-shaped. 


For the past seven years, Marie has 


| been putting out to other men on the aver- 
_ age of two to four nights each week, often 
| in front of me. She has two to four lesbian 
| encounters and at least one good gang 
_ bang per month. Away from home my wife 
| has a reputation as a very easy piece of 
| ass. Yet around here she is considered a 
| respectable housewife, even if she is 
| somewhat of a prick tease. 


Marie is proud to be a woman, proud of 


' what she has to offer a man or another 


woman. She dresses to show, not to hide 


| what she has to offer; she dresses to be 
| feminine and attractive, at home or in pub- 


lic. We believe ‘‘clean and neat”’ is sexy 


| and that makeup and perfume are as im- 


portant as garments are. 
Marie doesn't need a bra, but she al- 


| ways wears one. They are mostly red or 
| black, some cut so low that her nipples 
| protrude over the top. She usually selects 
/ a color that will show through her blouse 
| and show her tits. Her skirts and: dresses 
| are midthigh to show off her legs, yet allow 
| her to wear a garter belt and stockings. 


I'm a photographer and have adorned 


| the walls of our living room and bedroom 
| with framed eleven-by-fourteen-inch color 
| pictures of Marie wearing only panties ora 


bra. | have often seen men visiting our 


| house get hard-ons while stealing glances 
| at these pictures. 


As | write this letter, | see Marie sitting 


' across the room, from time to time giving 
| me a glimpse up her skirt. | see those 
| beautiful legs, the dark band at the tops of 
| her stockings, the black straps of her gar- 
| ter belt, the contrast of the tight, pink bikini 
| panties against the creamy flesh of her 
| smooth, firm thighs. | think of the hundreds 
| of men Marie has taken between those 
| lovely legs. | have a feeling. of pride about 
| my wife putting out. 


We love each other, and sex is some- 


| thing we seek in others.—B.F. 


| To each his own. Mavbe there are some 

/ men who love their wives in a more pos- 
| sessive manner and don't feel like sharing 
| them, much less having them play the 
| whore. Other couples aren't necessarily | 
| possessive, they just like their privacy. 


/ mind. 


I've known many women who've fanta- 


| sized about spending just a day or so in 
| some whorehouse, servicing any custom- 
| er who comes along. Obviously you and 
| your wife believe in giving a literal form to 
| all your fantasies. Who am | to object? 


| Swingin’ Girl Faces Dilemma— 

| How to Overcome 

| That Green-Eyed Monster 

| My husband Evan and | have been mar- 
| ried for three years. Evan is thirty-three 
| and |’m twenty-two. When | married at 
| nineteen, | had had virtually no sexual ex- 


perience with men. Evan, on the other 
hand, had really been around. For the last 


| year and a half, we’ve been experiment- 
| ing with swinging. Evan suggested it one 


night when we were in bed, and at first | 
wasn't too crazy about the idea. But after 
giving it some thought, | changed my 


Our reason for becoming involved in 


| swinging was that we thought it would be a 
| good learning experience for me. | had 
| had only one man, and since | was so 


young then, we both feel that | missed out 
on a lot. Evan feels strongly about this. He 
also enjoys swinging because of the vari- 


| ety and the chance to live out certain fan- 
| tasies. He enjoys giving and receiving 


pleasure and feels that a woman's body is 


| something beautiful and deserves a spe- 


cial kind of loving. We have actually not 
had too many swinging experiences, be- 


| cause we are being very selective about 
| the couples we want to swing with. My 
| feelings are really mixed about the rela- 
| tionships we've already had. 


When | am with the other man, | can't 


| keep my mind on the matter at hand—it 
| Keeps wandering to sexual thoughts of 
| Evan and the other woman. | try to reason 


with myself, but I’m so jealous that it blots 
out every other emotion. Yet | know that | 


| don't ever have to worry about losing him. 
| Evan gives me absolutely no reason to 
| feel this insane jealousy. He is always to- 
| tally honest with me, and we discuss his 
| feelings about the situation. To him, hav- 
| ing sex with other people is just the enjoy- 
' ment of giving and receiving pleasure, 
| without love-entering into it. 


Am | abnormal to feel this way? Is there 


| some way | can learn to come to grips with 
| the situation? | have had some pretty bad 
| experiences with the guys, while Evan has 
| had no trouble with any of the women. He 
| is being very understanding with me, and 
| because of my feelings we have been ly- 
| ing low for a while. Evan says that it’s my 
| decision whether or not we go back to 
| swinging. Deep down | feel that | want to 
| say no. Yet | don’t, because | know how 
/ much enjoyment Evan gets from swing- 
| ing. |love him too much to say yes and too 
-much to say no. 


We have a really great relationship go- 
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ing and talk freely and openly about things 
that concern us. | had a very strict upbring- 
ing and am still rather shy and self-con- 
scious about trying new things— 
especially when it comes to matters of 


sex. Perhaps, with your knowledge, you | 
can give me some tips on how to open up | : 
| Rob said, as the massive head filled my | 
| mouth. It was an exhilarating feeling of 
| power, and | savored the moment before 
| letting it slither from my mouth. Grinning, 
| Rob moved to my upturned rear end and 
| ran his prick into my sopping wet pussy. 
| Leaning over my body, he rested his face 
| next to mine. Floating like a feather on the 
| wind between them, | teased Jerry’s prick 
| with my tongue darting down the shaft to 
| suck his big hairy balls and then back up 
| again to the peak. 


and be more relaxed, even though | have 
felt a little freer lately. 

One result of our open discussions is 
that we would like to find a bisexual female 
to live with us and be a lover for both of us. 
I'm very interested in giving such an ar- 
rangement a try, and think it could work. | 
don't think I'd feel that jealous if the wom- 
an were my lover as well. 

I'd be interested in hearing advice from 
other readers who have coped with similar 
situations and hope that you can suggest 
something.—A.D. 


It’s difficult separating the emotions of lust 
and love. | remember almost crying when | 
went to an orgy with someone | loved 
dearly, and to this day | find it difficult to 
swing with someone !'m totally involved 
with. In the eyes of a real swinger, I’m 
probably no swinger at all. | have had nu- 
merous men—somehow | lost count along 
the way. But! still feel that as long as | can 
please the man !|'m with and live up to his 
fantasies, there’s no purpose in having to 
share him with others. 

Threeways can work to perk up a dull 
marriage. But if you get jealous— and this 
is perfectly normal—then | suggest you 


give up the swinger's lifestyle. It's just not | 


for you. 


The Art of Successful Sucking: 

if at First You 

Don’t Suck Seed, Try, Try Again 
Although I’ve never bought Penthouse 
Letters, my boyfriend Robert has quite a 
collection of back issues. | was browsing 


through some copies when | came across | 


a column of yours where you gave a very 
brief description of how to give a blowjob. 


Now, this is a subject that is very near and | 
| home, I'll tease his cock enough so that he 
| is ready for whatever | say. Rob gets excit- | 
| ed watching me get laid. |’m usually flat on 
| my back sucking his rod upside down with | 
| his thighs cradling my head and/'ll spread | 
| my legs really wide so he can see our | 


dear to my heart, and | do believe it de- 
serves greater attention than you gave it. 
Robert thinks I’m the best, so | don't think 
it's too presumptuous of me to offer your 
readers some advice. How did | get so 
good? From the best teacher in the 
world—Rob! 


It all started when he complained about | 
the way | blew him, so | said, ‘Okay, smart | 


guy, you show me how!” Well, he did—by 

inviting his friend Jerry over one night. 
After some drinks and grass, Rob sug- 

gested that we all go into the bedroom. | 


hunk of a guy and | was really hot to geta 
good screwing from both of them. But no 


went into a 69 position—on each other! | 


usually have a lot to say about a lot of | 
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| things, but that time | was dumbfounded 
| and speechless. After the shock wore off, | 
| got horny as the devil from just seeing all 
| that stiff cock being waved around—and | 
| wasn't getting any of it! 


Rob offered me Jerry's rod and | took it 
without a moment’s hesitation. ‘‘That’s It,’ 


Excited beyond belief, | rubbed his hot 


| hard skin against my face, leaving a wet | f[ 
| trail over my cheeks and eyes. With Jerry | 
| panting and thrusting, | took his gorgeous | h\ 
| cock and smothered it between my 38D | k 
| tits. Hugging him toward me, | sucked the | 

_ tip until he was trembling, and as his cry | Hig 
_ echoed off the ceiling, his dick danced be- | ijagiy 
_ tween my tits, flooding my mouth with his | 
| warm, creamy juice. | held it there, without | 
| swallowing. Turning to Rob, | kissed him | 
on his full, open mouth, letting Jerry’s | 
| fresh come flow between us. With our | 
| tongues entwined, Rob 
' screwed my cunt until he exploded, filling | 
| me with his own juice, and | came with him 
| in one long, body-wrenching orgasm. 
Since that night, Jerry has visited us 

| many times. He lets me suck his cock to | 
| my heart’s delight (and | do!) and even 
| eats me out till I’m delirious. We all agree 
| that the most important thing to being a 
| good cocksucker is the desire to do it— 
| not just the desire to please your partner. 
| As for me, | can get off with just a stiff prick | 
| cuddled in my mouth. 
| Now if we are feeling especially horny, | 
| I'll put on my sexiest clothes and go out 
| and pick up a stranger. At first he won't 


Know anything about Rob, but on the way 


‘“guest’s’’ cock going inside me. Then, 
while I’m sucking his prick and balls, | can 


see and feel him lapping my pussy. Are | 
| we crazy?—R.P. 


| No, I'd say that you are not crazy; you are | 
| simply sex-crazed. 

agreed because Jerry is a handsome | 

| Timid Gal Needs Forceful Man 

| to Open Her Up to New Pleasures 
sooner had we stripped than they both | 
| have been married for five years. My hus- 
band Danny is a very gentle and consider- | 
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ate lover. The problem is me. | have had 
only one orgasm during intercourse, and 
that was five years ago on my honey- 
moon. This state of affairs is due, | think, to 
my strict upbringing, which was the big- 
gest grief of my life. Before we were mar- 
ried Danny and | did a lot of heavy petting, 
but | always stopped him before he could 
actually penetrate me. Then, all of a sud- 
den, after a short wedding ceremony, | 
was expected to jump in bed and fuck like 
crazy with absolutely no guilt feelings 
whatsoever. 

I’ve tried everything. Once | tried to give 
him a blowjob, but | hated it when he start- 
ed to come and | gagged. One time | de- 
cided to seduce my husband after he had 
gone to sleep, but when he woke up | was 
too embarrassed to go through with it. It 
has gotten to the point where | avoid sex 
altogether because | know it will be a big 


letdown for me. | know |’m not frigid, be- | 


cause | get terribly aroused when | read 
Penthouse Letters or sexy books. | can al- 
ways masturbate to orgasm, and | have a 
lot of sexy fantasies. Danny has no idea 
that | masturbate and | could never tell 
him. I’m afraid it would disgust him to see 
me playing with my own body. 

| can hardly bring myself to touch his 


cock. It makes me feel dirty. | feel that if | 


Danny would take the upper hand and 
persuade me to try things that | have thus 


far shied away from, | could overcome my | 


inhibitions in time and learn to enjoy the 
finer aspects of sex. 

In my fantasies he takes off my night- 
gown and then pushes me down on the 
bed. Then, with the lights still on, he be- 
gins very slowly to kiss and lick me every- 
where. | suck on him until he comes, and | 
swallow it all. Then he turns me over and, 
still gently holding me, takes his big organ 
and sticks it in me doggie-style and 
screws me into ecstasy. 

These are all things | feel | want to do, or 
at least try once or twice. But I’m too inhib- 
ited, and |’m afraid that if | take the initiative 
in bed, | might turn Danny off. 

My question to you is, how can | get my 
husband to go along with all of this when | 
can’t even bring myself to talk to him about 
sex? Besides, even if | did ask him and he 
agreed to try it, it wouldn’t be the same. | 
would feel more embarrassed than ever 
asking him to force himself on me. Is there 
any hope at all for me?—W.N. 


The fact that you wrote this letter and ex- 


pressed an explicit sexual fantasy to me is | 
proof that not all is lost. If you can possibly | 
| ing, some petting, some oral sex. It need 
‘not always end in orgasm. 


muster up the courage, show your hus- 
band this letter. You don’t have to tell him 


you wrote it. Just say you find the letter to | 


be very interesting. He'll ask you why. And 


you can say, “| just identify with it.”” His. | 


questions should lead to the realization of 
your fantasy. — 


if Horny Hubby’s Not Too Hasty, 
Try a Doctor, Ruth 
My question concerns my wife Ruth and 


| her attitude toward sex. She is fifty-one 
| and | am fifty-two. We have been married 


over thirty years. We have five children, so 
we have had an active sex life. But Ruth 
has always felt that sex is something you 
have maybe once a month and that | must 
always take the initial step. | realize that 
most people feel this is normal, but it 
would be a pleasant change to have the 
woman take the initiative once in a while. 

| am of average height and weight, with 
gray hair and nice looks, and! guess |'ma 


| little above average in equipment—if you 
| consider a little over seven inches above 


average. | shower regularly and brush my 
teeth and try to keep in good physical con- 


| dition. | have played around some and am 


still on the prowl. | enjoy sex and would 
like it at least twice a week, maybe more 
often. But as it is now, | can only guess at 
how much sex | could stand. 

My question is, how do | handle this un- 
dersexed-wife problem? | have talked to 
her about it and suggested we contact a 
doctor, but she refuses. Ruth does enjoy 


| sex once we get down to it, and | know she 
| doesn’t have a lover, male or female. | 


know it’s against the law, but living with 
her is so frustrating that I’m afraid | might 
eventually become violent. 

How can | get Ruth to loosen up? Our 
children are grown and out of the house, 


/ so we can really be as uninhibited as we 


like. Please suggest something.—D.D. 


| May | suggest you try proposing the mar- 


riage counselor or doctor solution to her 
again? But this time try a different slant. 
Instead of making it her problem, say you 
want to go because you are oversexed 
and need help. Okay, we know you re not 
a satyr, but it might get her there—to help 


| out her husband and all that. She just 


might be more willing to go if the pressure 
doesn’t seem to be on her. It’s certainly 


| worth a try. 


Women the age of your wife experience 


| menopause. It can sometimes drastically 


change a woman’s sex drive for a year or 
two, or maybe longer—or even forever. 
People change, and sometimes our part- 
ners don’t change along with us. Perhaps 
you can be somewhat more considerate 
with your wife. When you do have sex, do 
you just pounce on her, sticking that big 


| cock into her with not even a thought of 


foreplay? Spend ten or fifteen minutes 
warming her up to intercourse. Some kiss- 


If you and your wife truly have different 
sex drives, | suggest you try masturbation 


and another woman. You may not like the — 


idea of extramartial sex, but it sure beats 


physical violence. 
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Sure, tales of salesmen who seren- 
dipitously stumble upon sex-starved 
sirens eager to handle their hard- 
ware are cliches. But like all cliches, 
these tales are firmly rooted in reali- 
ty. How firmly rooted? Very firmly, if 
the ecstasy of the ladies in these let- 
ters is any indication. And say, did 
you hear the one about the traveling 
electronics engineer and the curvy 
CPA? Well read on. 


Norman’s letter: A short while 
back, | had occasion to be in the Red 
Rock country of the Southwest on 
business one fine Friday. | called a 
friend of mine, Ted, whom my com- 
pany does business with, to see if he 
wanted to join me for a drink later 
that afternoon to celebrate my thirty- 
fourth birthday and the finalization of 
my divorce. We agreed to meet ata 
lounge near my company's Office at 
three o'clock. ' 

Shortly before three, | pulled into 
the parking lot of the lounge. Inside, 
while waiting for Ted, | sat at the bar 
and ordered a Cuervo Especial on 
the rocks. As usual, when the bar- 
maid asked if | wanted salt and lime, | 
replied that | didn’t want to ruin good 
liquor with condiments. 

Shortly into my second drink, | 
turned to see Ted walk in with a most 
beautiful woman. He introduced her 
as Edie and, after the customary 
handshakes, we all sat down for 
drinks. 

As the conversation progressed, | 
learned that, like Ted and me, Edie 
was recently divorced. When she re- 


vealed that she and Ted had been living 


together for a few months, | thought that 
overweight Ted was a lucky man to be 
shacked up with such a beautiful young 
woman. Edie stood about five-feet-eight. 
She had a good figure but not a large bust 
line. Her long black hair framed a pale, 
flawless complexion. Her skintight jeans 
revealed nothing to indicate that she had 
had two children and was thirty-eight 
years old. 

After a few drinks, Ted suggested we do 
some barhopping to further celebrate my 
birthday and the divorce. The town is not 
large and we decided to hit all its eight 


~HOTSTUFF 


When the tight and 
narrow road is taken, business 
trios turn to pleasure 


QUT-OF-TOWN 


BUSINESS 


Women are strange, when you're a stranger.... 


bars as we climbed into Ted’s van and 
headed off. Edie sat between us and the 
smell of her hair and her perfume soon be- 
gan to arouse my sensuality. | put such 
thoughts aside, though, since she was 
Ted’s lover, and proceeded to roll a few 
joints for the ride. , 

As the evening progressed, we hit all 
eight bars and consumed a great deal of li- 
quor, not to mention numerous joints. By 
the time we got to Ted's house, we were 
feeling no pain. 

lt was January, when the night air on the 
desert gets pretty cool. While Ted and | got 


a fire started in the fireplace, Edie pro- 


ceeded to mix drinks and light anoth- 
er joint. After these were finished, | 
knew | couldn’t stay awake much 
longer and asked if they would mind 
if | crashed there. They pointed me 
toward a bedroom and | excused 
myself for the night. Not having paja- 
mas—which | don’t wear anyway—| 
stripped, pulled back the covers of 
the king-size bed and went to sleep. 

When | awoke in the morning, it 
took me a few moments to get my 
bearings. | heard the squeak of bea- 
springs and the unmistakable 
moans of lovers—but it took a few 
moments for me to realize that the 
squeaks and moans were coming 
from the bed | was in. Pretending to 
be still asleep, | rolled over and 
opened an eye to see what was go- 
ing on. 

There, not two feet from me, Ted 
was lying on his back. His hands 
were under the back of his head. 
Edie, naked, was straddling his 
cock. She slowly lowered herself un- 
til nothing of Ted’s cock remained in 
view. Only his pubic hair was visible, 
mingling with Edie’s. After rocking 
back and forth a few times, Edie 
raised herself up until the head of his 
shaft was almost exposed—and 
then down again she plunged. 

Still pretending to be asleep, | 
watched as she played with his balls” 
with one hand and began playing 
with her well-exposed clit with the 
other. From the way her clit stuck out 
between her pussy lips, | estimated it 
to be about a half inch long. Then 
she began playing with her nipples, 
pulling them hard, pinching and rolling 
them around in her fingers. 

What a sight to behold! 

Although her breasts, as I've said, 
weren't large, her nipples were a full three 
quarters of an inch long when fully erect. 
Soon she started riding him in earnest, 
making strong downward thrusts again 
and again. All of a sudden, as she let out a 
shrill cry and Ted grabbed the headboard, 


| could tell that they were both about to 


reach an orgasm. 

Edie kept riding him, faster and faster, 
harder and harder, until the worry lines on 
his forehead began to appear. He kept 
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thrusting his hips upward to meet her 
thrusts until his heavy moans indicated 
that he was coming. 

Edie collapsed forward onto his chest 
and, except for their postorgasmic pant- 
ing, all was quiet. Since | was lying on my 
stomach, the erection I’d gotten while 
watching them was pressing into the mat- 
tress, driving me crazy. | knew | would 
have to get to the bathroom and relieve 
myself before | punched a hole in the 
mattress. 

All of a sudden Ted got out of bed, say- 

ing he was going to mix up some screw- 
drivers. | knew this was my chance to 
crawl out of bed, find the bathroom and 
relieve myself of the hot, aching feeling in 
my groin. | was trying to decide how to ex- 
plain my exit without being blatant about 
my raging hard-on, when | felt a soft, warm 
hand turn me over and grab my cock: Be- 
fore | really knew what was happening, it 
was being thrust into the hot, juicy depths 
of Edie’s cunt. 
* Sitting with her back to me, she thrust 
her hips down on my groin with such force 
that | thought she was going to crush me. | 
reached around her to hold and play with 
those beautiful big nipples that | had been 
longing for since waking up. With my other 
hand | found her clit. Her pussy was 
soaked with juices, her own and Ted's, 
which made my fingers glide easily 
around and over her engorged clit and 
pussy lips. 

The sexual energy between us was su- 
percharged and soon she was convulsed 
in a colossal orgasm. It was just then that 
Ted walked in with three screwdrivers. 
Despite his presence, | was beyond the 
point of no return and couldn't stop. | kept 
thrusting as her juices ran down my balls 
and ass. | was about to explode inside her 
when she whirled around, grabbed my 
cock and, with one thrust, buried its entire 
length in her throat. (I’m not as well-en- 
dowed as some of your readers, but | take 
pride in giving my women atleast as much 
pleasure in bed as they give me.) 

The warmth and softness of her mouth 
made me come after only a few strokes. 
My cream overflowed from her mouth and 
ran down her chin. She cleaned It up with 
her tongue and fingers until no trace was 
left. 

Then | remembered Ted, who was now 
Standing at the foot of the bed. | thought | 
was in real trouble, but all he did was smile 
and say that we all could use a screwdriv- 
er and a joint. 

When Edie excused herself to go to the 
john, Ted asked if | could remember any- 
thing that happened after | had gone to 
bed. | said no, and he proceeded to tell me 
that, as they were going to bed the night 
before, Edie caught a glimpse of my uncir- 
cumcised pride. Entranced by it, she be- 
gan to push the foreskin back from the 
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head and then pull it forward again. While 
she was doing that, he said, she was do- 
ing the same to his circumcised rod with 
her other hand, to make a comparison of 
how the two looked and worked. He said 
that we'd both gotten hard (I even in my 
sleep) and that she had worked our pricks 
until we both splattered her with come, 
which she ate feverishly, comparing the 
flavors. Then, while she still held his cock 
and mine, they had gone to sleep. 

After Edie returned from the bathroom, 
we all proceeded to lubricate our brains 
with booze and smoke. Then we headed 
out to continue our birthday-and-divorce 
celebration. It was Saturday, after all, and 
none of us had to work. At about four 
o'clock in the afternoon Ted suggested we 
go back to his place. | should mention that 
it’s located in the desert, about twenty 
miles from town. Ted said he wanted to 
use the hot tub, an idea that also appealed 
to Edie and me. A short while later, the 
sight of our three nude bodies in the hot 
tub, coupled with the memories of that 
morning’s adventure, gave me a raging 
hard-on, but this time | wasn’t as self-con- 
scious as |’d been earlier. The sight of 
Edie’s erect nipples and then of her clit 
peeking out from between her cunt lips, as 
well as that of Ted’s hard-on, made me 
feel this was a perfect way to spend a 
pleasant afternoon. I’m not gay or even bi, 
but I’m no prude, either. | totally enjoy my 
sexuality and that of others. 

After soaking until we were wrinkled like 
prunes, we got out of the tub, dressed, did 
some more drugs and had something to 
eat. Ted then suggested that we go to the 
game room and play a game he called 
‘‘Ted’s pool.’’ Being privileged enough to 
have played ‘‘Ted’s pool”’ with his ex-wife 
and some of their open-minded friends in 
the past, | eagerly agreed. First, though, 
we had to explain the rules to Edie. ‘‘Ted’s 
pool’ is your basic, cut-throat game of 
pocket billiards. At the conclusion of each 
game, however, the losers must each re- 
move a piece of clothing. When a player or 
players are left naked, the winner of that 
game gets to tell the nude person, or per- 
sons, what to do. 

Since it was Ted’s pool table and Edie 
and | were not very good pool shooters, 
she and | were quickly down to our undies. 
| could see her nipples pushing hard to es- 
cape the confines of her bra and a patch of 
wetness forming in the crotch of her lace 
panties. My bikini shorts did nothing to 
hide the hard-on peeking over the top. 

Two more games found Edie and me 
waiting to find out what Ted had on his 
mind for us to do. He told me to sit on the 
edge of the pool table with my legs dan- 
gling over the side. Then Edie, following 
Ted’s instructions, got up on the table and 
straddled me. Her pubic hair was glisten- 
ing from the juices already running from 


her cunt in anticipation. Slowly she low- 
ered herself over my rod until our pubic 
hairs intermingled. Then she leaned for- 
ward so that | could suck one nipple and 
then the other. 

| first tongued one side of her nipple, 
moving around its base and then up the 
other side. | could take almost her entire 
breast in my mouth as the tip of her nipple 
pressed against the back of my throat. | 
felt her nipples, first one and then the oth- 
er, swelling in my throat. Then! slid my lips 
over her whole tit and tickled its end with 
the tip of my tongue. 

Being a devout nipple man, | was in ec- 
stasy. Never before had | had the privilege 
of enjoying such large, long, erect nipples. 

Then | felt a sudden movement by Edie. | 
looked up to see that Ted, who was kneel- 
ing on the pool table, had entered her 
mouth. With Ted thrusting his prick down 
her throat, she riding my cock, and me 
sucking on those beautiful nips of hers, 
Edie was convulsed by orgasm after or- 
gasm. Soon Ted came with a loud moan 
(he’s not very verbal), and | followed with 
the most explosive orgasm | had ever had. 

Exhausted, the three of us slept again in 
Ted's king-size bed that night. He and | 
fondled Edie’s nips and clit and she 
played with our again-hard rods until we 
drifted off to slumberland. Next morning, , 
Edie rode each of us until we all agreed we 
were getting sore from our exertions and | 
said | had to head for home. 

Since Ted, like me, is an avid Pent- 
house Letters reader, | hope this letter 
brings back memories of the celebration 
that he and Edie gave me for my birthday 
and divorce. Needless to say, | look for- 
ward to my next business trip to Red Rock 
country. 


Al’s letter: | am a businessman who has 
traveled the Southeast for a number of 
years. | believe a man should be proud of 
his appearance, so | take care of myself 
and run three miles a day. I’m six feet tall, 
with dark hair, a thirty-three-inch waist, a 
medium build and a well-exercised cock. 
I've never had any trouble picking up a 
woman ina good singles bar. Being selec- 
tive, however, | usually leave alone. 

I've been buying Penthouse Letters for 
many years and have subscribed to it for 
the past two. It’s a great companion on the 
road. Over the years |’ve dreamed about 
my perfect woman, basing her upon what 
lve read and seen in Penthouse Letters 
and other places, as well as on my own 
experiences and fantasies. Never have | 
really believed | would ever meet her. 
Sure, as the years have gone by, I’ve 
fucked a few—but they haven't measured 
up. The criteria have gotten tougher and 


tougher to satisfy, but l’ve continued my 


search. 
Last April | went on a business trip to a 
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medium-size city in the South. After dining 
with business associates one night, | went 
to a local singles bar for some dancing. 
Shortly after I'd arrived and danced with a 
couple of average-looking girls, | began to 
look over the rest of the scenery. As | 
walked around a pillar, | saw the most 
beautiful head of blonde hair that I'd ever 
seen. It took my breath away. Her face, 
when she turned it in my direction, 
matched the beauty of the angel silk that 
framed it and she agreed to dance with 
me. The band was playing a slow number 
as we melted into each other's arms. | 
hadn’t yet had a chance to get a good look 
at all of her. From the way her nipples and 
tits caressed my chest, however, | knew 
she had a great pair of knockers. 

She told me her name was Sarah. She 
was the right height at about five-feet-six 
plus heels. As | soon found out, Sarah was 
built like the proverbial brick shit-house. 
Her magnificent 38C breasts have inch- 
long nipples that get very hard and stay 
that way when she is aroused. The rest of 
her measurements were perfect—a beau- 
tiful twenty-five-inch waist, highlighted by 
a gorgeous navel for tongue-dipping, thir- 
ty-seven-inch hips and the prettiest pair of 
long, shapely legs. 

We danced for several hours, getting 
closer and closer to one another. It was 
only natural that my cock got harder and 
harder. Although Sarah didn’t mention it, | 
knew | was getting her excited as she felt 
my prick pressing against her thighs, and 
we began to press our hips closer togeth- 
er and dry fuck amid the other couples on 
the dance floor. During the breaks we 
talked and found that the chemistry be- 
tween us was Magic. 

| was so fascinated by Sarah that | never 
even thought about getting into her pants 
that night. When the music ended, | sug- 
gested that she and | take a ride in my car. 
We ended up in her apartment. Some 
beautiful kissing on the couch was inter- 
rupted when Sarah suggested that she get 
into something more comfortable. She re- 
turned from her bedroom wearing the 
most elegant, sexy, revealing black night- 
gown l|’d ever. seen. Wow! The sexy 
blonde hair and those gorgeous hard nip- 
ples on her perfect tits gave my cock a 
hardness I'd never experienced with any 
other woman. 

When Sarah knelt in front of the stereo 
to change the music, | stood over her with 
my hard prick right beside her left ear. | 
could see her marvelous breasts straining 
to escape the lace of her gown. The dell- 
cious fragrance of her perfume filled my 
nostrils. | knelt down beside her and 
kissed her, plunging my tongue deep into 
her wet, delicious mouth to communicate 
how much | wanted to fuck her. Looking 
back now on that moment, | realize it was 
then | fell in love with Sarah. 
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When she was Satisfied that the mood of 
the music was right, Sarah led me by the 
hand to her bedroom. The bed covers had 
already been turned down. Without a 
word, | hurriedly began to undress as Sa- 
rah watched with great anticipation. | 
could tell from her eyes and smile that she 
was not disappointed as my hard, throb- 
bing eight-inch cock sprang into view. She 
slipped out of her nightgown, reached 
over and took hold of my rod and led me to 
bed. 

Sarah was the most beautiful woman | 
have ever seen. Her tits were perfect thir- 
ty-eights, well-shaped and they stood at 


attention. Her stomach was flat and her - 


moist, blonde pussy was the most beauti- 
ful thing in the world. As I|’d guessed and 


Unexpected lovers often materialize to 
comfort alienated businessmen. 


now saw for certain, Sarah was a natural 
blonde. She wore her hair long, with no 
artificial wave or curls. She was every- 
thing aman could want, and | nearly came 
just from running my fingers through her 
tresses and petting her beautiful head. 
As we settled into bed, looked into each 
other’s eyes and felt our bodies melt to- 
gether for the first time, we knew the 
chemistry was perfect. As we kissed, her 
nipples kept telling me they needed to be 
sucked. | started with her left one and went 
out of my mind with the pleasure only 
large, hard nipples can give you. Slowly | 
licked my way down her stomach, stop- 
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One of the unofficial perks to reward dili- 
gent, out-of-town entrepreneurs. 


ping to dip my tongue in her navel and 
then proceeding to her blonde bush and a 
beautiful ‘‘clit curl.’’ This curl was right 
over her clit, and my tongue drove Sarah 
crazy as | brought her to a quick climax. 
As one who loves to eat pussy, | can as- 
sure you that her clit and cunt were the 
best I’d ever eaten. 

Very little is written about the taste of 
women’s sex juices. To eat pussy is the 
most intimate thing a man can do to—or 
for—a woman. | found Sarah's to be more 
than delicious. Her juices seemed to race 
through my body and into my balls, telling 
my come to get ready to shoot into her 
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pussy. Wow! It felt wonderful! 

By this time | couldn't stand it any long- 
er. | needed to fuck her—to ram my prick 
deep inside the succulent snatch | was 
eating. As | looked up from Sarah's pussy 
with cunt juice all over my mouth, | saw her 
fantastic breasts rising and falling with the 
short breaths of her sexual arousal. We 
both were more than ready to fuck. Her 
nipples were hard as stone. As her flowing 
love juices mixed with my saliva, my cock 
hardened and strained to a never-before- 
reached nine inches! | 

When I slid it into her pussy, it felt as if I'd 
put on a pair of tight French gloves. Every 
part of Sarah’s hole fit my dick perfectly. | 
began to stroke slow and long with my 
cock, pulling almost all the way out. But 


each time the head was just at the edge of 
her cunt, | shoved it as far as it would go in- 
side the most slippery, silky wet pussy I'd 
ever fucked. 

Sarah told me later that she really got off 
when my prick rammed deeper into her 
pussy than any man had ever reached be- 
fore! Could | have plumbed her G-spot? 

Although I’ve experienced many cli- 
maxes, both inside of cunts and in the 
grasp of my right hand, my first climax with 
Sarah far surpassed any ‘‘top of the 
mountain’? experience I'd ever had be- 
fore. When | exploded in Sarah, | felt my 
ejaculation so powerfully that, | swear, my 
hard cock recoiled. | shot four loads into 
Sarah's box, draining my balls complete- 
ly. Sarah said she could feel my come 
pouring into her and that |’d bathed her 
cunt to overflowing. Her orgasm was far 
better than any in her past experience, she 
said. 

I've been back to visit Sarah often since 
that wonderful first night with her. | will 
never get enough of Sarah and intend to 
marry her. Because of personal reasons 
we can see each other only several days a 
month and we have to live in separate cit- 
ies. This has caused us long periods of 
separation, which we fill with frequent let- 
ters and the hottest phone calls ever. 
When it comes to phone sex, Sarah and | 
have perfected it. We get off separately or 
together frequently, as the situation 
dictates. 

Sarah and | learned early that we both 
enjoy masturbating. When she told me 
she needs sex frequently and didn't want it 
with anyone but me, | bought her a vibrator 
that’s shaped like my cock. Since then we 
have often masturbated together. And 
when we're apart we can visualize each 
other stroking both ourself and the other— 
great fantasizing! We fuck by phone every 
day when we’re not together. When we 
are together, we fuck and/or masturbate 
together at least four times a day. As you 
see, my search is over. | have found my 
fantastic, beautiful blonde—and my cock 
has found its ideal cuntmate. 


Steve's letter: | enjoy reading your mag- 
azine very much. The letters are especial- 
ly interesting, although some of them 
seem too good to be true—at least, that's 
what | thought until something happened 
in my life that even | find almost too good 
to be true. | am writing this to you so | can 
share my story with your readers. 

| am a twenty-eight-year-old male, six 
feet tall, well-built, with a year-round tan. 
As afield service engineer in electronics, | 
have to travel every week to various com- 
panies in different parts of the United 
States. It’s always been a fantasy of mine 
to meet an attractive, very horny business- 
woman on one of my trips—a woman who 
wants to fuck my brains out. After two 
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years of constant travel, however, nothing 
like that had ever happened. | can remem- 
ber reading—in Gay Talese’s book Thy 
Neighbor’s Wife—of a change that has 
occurred in the attitudes of many women 
in the business world. Supposedly, 
they've become more aggressive sexual- 
ly and can appreciate the benefits of a 
one-night stand. | had no reason to believe 
this, however, until one night last Febru- 
ary, during one of my road trips, when | 
found out firsthand that such women do 
exist. 

| had returned to my hotel room after 
work, taken a shower and then decided to 
go down to the lounge for a few drinks and 
maybe a dance or two. Since it was Thurs- 
day, | knew the lounge wouldn't be as 
packed as on a Friday or Saturday. By 
nine o’clock | was enjoying a Heineken 
and scoping the women out. Not seeing 
any that looked promising, | helped myself 
to the free buffet. Since the music wasnt 
good for dancing, | decided to finish my 
beer and go to another place. Just then, 
however, a very beautiful woman sat 
down alone with her glass of white wine a 
few tables in front of me. As if on cue, the 
music changed to a nice slow tempo and | 
wasted no time asking her if she would like 
to dance. She smiled and, in a sexy South- 
ern drawl, said, ‘‘Yes, |’d be delighted to.”’ 

Following her out onto the dance floor, | 
observed that, beneath her stylish clothes, 
she had a superbly shaped body. As we 
danced | quickly realized that she was 
making sure our bodies touched now and 
then. The feel of her was totally electrify- 
ing. Combined with her wonderful scent, it 
made my mind soar in pure ecstasy! 

After a couple of dances | asked if she 
would like to join me for a few drinks, to 
which she smiled and said yes. As we 
talked, it came out that she was in busi- 
ness as a certified accountant. After a 
while she recommended another place 
where the dancing was better. So we left 
in my car and, arriving at the place, we 
walked hand-in-hand through the en- 
trance. Things were progressing nicely. 
We danced and talked and had a great 
time. Eventually, though, | realized it was 
getting late and | suddenly feared that time 
would run out on me before | got to know 
the mysteries of her body. | heard my 
voice telling her that | wanted to make love 
to her that night. In my mind | was thinking 
what a fool |’d been to blurt it out like that. 
She was silent for a few minutes, thinking 
over what! had just said, and then—to my 
Surprise—smiled and said yes. But she 
didn’t want to go to my hotel room, she 
said, inviting me to spend the rest of the 
night at her apartment. | quickly agreed, of 
course. After hurriedly finishing our 
drinks, we headed for my car, where we 
instantly, passionately, embraced and 
kissed for the first time. | can still taste the 
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exquisite sweetness of that one kiss. 

Our petting in the car was limited by the 
winter clothing we had on, but it gave us 
the incentive to head straight to her apart- 
ment and surrender fully to the burning de- 
sire we had for each other. While | drove, 
she told me that she hadn’t been with a 
man for a long time and that she badly 
needed some sexual attention. Hardly 
able to believe my ears, | replied that! was 
more than willing to try to please her. How 
lucky, | wondered to myself, can a guy 
get? 

In her apartment she turned on some 
music and made drinks. | saw that she had 
excellent taste and had furnished the 
place exquisitely. | felt so much at ease 
with her, it was almost as if | had known 
her a long time. We took our drinks into 
her bedroom. She had a beautiful cano- 
pied bed that imparted a dreamlike quality 
to the situation. When | sat on the bed and 
put my drink on the night table, she fol- 
lowed suit. | pulled her toward me gently. 
Our lips met in a long and searching kiss 
as we pressed our bodies together. 

She responded sensitively to my touch- 
ing and | knew without another word that 
she was aching to get fucked. | began to 
undress her, my hands trembling from the 
excitement. | removed her blouse, her 
shoes, her slacks, her stockings—and 
then | stepped back to see her in her lacy 
bra and panties. 

By this time my cock was rock-hard, 
aching to get inside her pussy. | un- 
snapped her bra and a pair of firm, deli- 
cious-looking breasts bloomed before my 
eyes. Their nipples were the longest I've 
ever seen. | began to massage them as | 
bent to take them into my mouth. 

As | sucked and nibbled, her soft moans 
told me how much pleasure she was feel- 
ing. The sweet smell of her moist cunt 
reached my nostrils and | knew she was 
ready for sucking. | went down slowly to 
her love garden and drank her hot juices. 
My tongue gently prodded her clitoris. | felt 
her tremble as she neared orgasm—and 
then she began writhing and thrashing 
wildly in its powerful throes. 

Recovering her composure, she un- 
dressed me and ran her fingers through 
the hair on my chest before going down on 
me. My cock was soon buried in her 
mouth and the feeling was out of this 
world. | deliberately slowed the pace, then 
| pressed her gently back on the bed until 
she was lying there supine. | lay on top of 
her. The heat was really turned up now. 
Neither of us was in control. 

‘Fuck me!’’ she cried out. ‘Fuck me 
long and hard! You know how to do it! Just 
fuck me now!” 

| guided my heat-seeking, power-thrust- 


ing, sperm-shooting missile to her launch- 


ing pad. There | got the head well 
lubricated for its deep probe. The heat 


from my shaft was maximal as | shifted my 
hips into overdrive and plunged all the 
way into her nice tight firing tube. 

The excitement was so intense that | 
had to concentrate hard to avoid blowing 
my load too soon. Gaining control of the 
situation, | initiated rapid in-and-out move- 
ments that caused her cunt juices to flow 
even more abundantly. She begged me to 
fuck her harder, so | started to ram my 
cock as deep as it would go, which drove 
her wild. She was tossing her head from 
side to side, an expression of pure ecsta- 
sy on her face. AS we approached a joint 
orgasm, | felt the familiar tingling in my 
balls. | moaned that | was ready to come. 
‘Fill me,’’ she implored. ‘‘Come deep in- 
side me!” 

The orgasm was out of this world. | 
came in powerful waves, each marking a 
spurt of jism inside her. At the same time 
she locked her legs around my hips and 
forced my prick even deeper into her 
throbbing pussy. We had a great time 
fucking our brains out the rest of that 
night—and we even tried some new posi- 
tions that gave us stronger orgasms. 

The next day at work, | was exhausted. 
But | sure had a fuller understanding of 
Gay Talese’s excellent book! Before de- 
parting on my noon flight, | was able to visit 
her at her apartment. To my joy and sur- 
prise, she fulfilled another of my fantasies 
by giving me an impromptu blowjob. 
When | told her | was ready to come, in- 
stead of my pulling my cock out before 
coming, as | was used to doing, she com- 
menced to suck harder and faster. | was 
swept away by ecstasy as | exploded into 
her mouth, and she drank every drop of 
my come. She even squeezed the head to 
make sure she sucked me completely dry. 
Adding to my great pleasure, she then told 
me that mine was the first come she had 
swallowed and that it had always made 
her sick just to think of doing such a thing. 
She then said she was surprised by how 
much she loved the taste of my come! 

We exchanged telephone numbers 


and, lucky for me, it wasn’t too long before 


| was sent back to the same area on anoth- 
er job. She and | were able to spend more 


time together, whereupon we found that 


we not only shared an exciting sex life but 
also had a lot of likes and dislikes in com- 
mon. Since then |’ve quit my traveling job 
in order to move in with her so, to use her 
words, she can ‘‘spoil me like crazy!’’ Life 
with her is going to be fantastic. She is tru- 
ly one of a kind. i 

It's amazing how well things work out 
sometimes. For me, life definitely has its 
major rewards now. If your readers find 
my story hard to believe, well, it really 
doesn’t matter because | know |'Il be living 
with an incredibly beautiful and horny 
woman who treats me to the best of earth- 
ly delights. 
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From time to time Penthouse Letters 

brings you the height of fashion. Here 

we have one of a pair of shoes from a 

private collection that also includes 

items of latex and leather, as well as 

corsets and sundry other concomi- 
tants of various fetishes. 
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Practical Bionde Turns 
Minor Refurbishing 

into Moving Experience 
Until three months ago | 
never dreamed of writing a 
letter like this. | am twenty- 
nine, blonde, have a firm, 
sexy body which elicits 
many whistles and have 
been happily married for ten 
years to Will. Our sex life is 
good but not extraordinarily 
mind-blowing. So three 
months ago, while visiting a 
girlfriend, | made two impor- 
tant discoveries. First, | 
chanced to see the latest is- 
sue of Penthouse Letters 
and started reading about 
getting your wife to swing. 
The more | read the more 
turbulent my emotions be- 
came. | thought of how easy 
it could be to enjoy sex with 
other partners without op- 
pressing guilt feelings and 
secrecy. | was still agitated 
when | made the second 
discovery. My friend's eigh- 
teen-year-old stepson, 
Gene, walked in wearing 
only his shorts. His body is 
magnificently muscular and 
smooth. He greeted us with 
an infectious smile. My mind 
still hadn’t calmed down, 
and seeing the bulge in his 
pants, | was only able to 
guess how well endowed he 
was. | felt the wetness be- 
tween my legs as if | were 
going to melt from the waist 
down. While driving home | 
could think of only one 
thing: fucking this young 
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stud. A second thought en- 
tered: how to make it 
legitimate with my husband. 
| thought of getting my hus- 
band to swing and followed 
the advice given in your 
magazine. During hot sex | 
probed into Will’s fantasies 
and discovered that one of 
his favorite images was my 
being fucked by another 
man. | told him | would fulfill 
his fantasies to please him. 
He was at first astonished 
but warmed up to the idea 
over a period of a few days. 
Then | was looking for- 
ward to a double pleasure: 
seducing an eighteen-year- 
old boy and turning my 
husband on. My friend ap- 
proved of my plans and 
said that Gene had never 
made love to a woman and 
that she would rather have 
me introduce him to sex. 
One evening during dinner | 
explained my plan to Will, 
and the more | told him the 


hornier he got. We interrupt- 


ed our meal, tore each 
other's clothes off and pro- 
ceeded with an unprece- 
dented three-hour fucking 
session. 

Last week we carried out 
our plan. | asked Gene to 
help me with some furniture 
moving in the early evening 
hours. My husband was out 
of town for a couple of days 
on a seminar, | told Gene, 
and | wanted to surprise him 
with a minor refurnishing 
job. | wore a short skirt over 


my white sheer, lacy panties 
and a blouse with the top 
buttons open. When he ar- 
rived, my heart pounded 
with nervousness and antici- 
pation, and | felt slightly 
giddy. Gene wore his 
shorts, a T-shirt and a dis- 
arming smile. | wanted him 
so badly by then. While | 
moving some chairs and ta- 
bles and rearranging small 
throw rugs | bent and 
leaned over often enough to 
give him ample opportunity 
to view my lace-covered ass 
and my tits. | noticed the 
bulge in his shorts growing 
to enormous proportions; 
and since | felt my legs 
weaken, | suggested we 
take a break. | fetched a 
couple of drinks and sat 
down opposite him with my 
legs together. | asked him 
how he liked college (he is 
a freshman) and how he 
could cope with all the pret- 
ty young girls, and then we 
talked a bit about college 
life in general. | leaned back 
and slowly let my legs fall 
apart, giving him an excel- 
lent view of my then-swollen 
pussy that was barely cov- 
ered. The air was filled with 
an erotic tension and we 
both breathed faster. | finally 
asked him whether he had a 
steady girlfriend and how 
often they made love, and 
before he could answer, | 
asked if he liked me and 
found me sexy. With this | 
stood up, reached for his 
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You can't beat 
the excitement of 
an unplanned 
encounter... a 
soontaneous 
session can 

be simply superb 
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Fall from Grace 

Was Grace Kelly a nym- 
phomaniac? A new 
biography by James 
Spada, Grace: The Se- 
cret Lives of a Princess, 
seems to confirm her 
reputation as a notorious 
husband-stealer with an 
insatiable sexual 
appetite. 

The first leading man 
to fall for Grace was 
Gary Cooper (High 
Noon), who was followed 
shortly by Clark Gable 
(Mogambo) and Ray Mil- 
land (Dial M for Murder). 
Admittedly, she preferred 
older men because 
‘they're more 
interesting.” 


But then Grace was 
cast opposite Bing Cros- 
by in The Country Girl. 
She'd had a brief affair 
with the crooner a year 
and a half earlier. They 
resumed their romance, 
and this time Bing really 
went bonkers. But she 
ditched him and took up 
with Bill Holden. 

That affair ended when 
Confidential magazine 
spilled the beans about 
their trysts in her apart- 
ment. The wife of a 
director later recalled: °'| 
have nothing good to say 
about Grace ..... [She 
had affairs with] Every- 
body. She wore those 
white gloves, but she 
was no Saint.” bed 
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hand and placed it on my 
breast, told him that | want- 
ed to fuck him and slowly 
led him to the bedroom. By 
then it was dark outside, the 
curtains were open and my 
husband was waiting out- 
side in the garden where he 
had total visual access to 
our bedroom. 

| pulled Gene’s shirt off 
and asked him to lie on the 
bed. | had opened my 
blouse and my tits were 
swinging loose. | unbuckled 
his shorts and slowly peeled 
them over his waist and 
ass. | gasped—his cock 
was huge and as hard as a 
rock. With the fingertips of 
one hand | touched his balls 
and gently closed my other 
hand around his shaft. He 
came immediately like a 
horse, his body bucking, 
shooting a tremendous load 
over his chest and stom- 
ach—some even hit his 
face, where | started licking 
him clean. By the time | 
reached his love-tool he 
was still rock-hard. | mount- 
ed him and very slowly, 
giving my wet pussy time to 
stretch, | lowered myself un- 
til | had taken him all. A 
sweet sensation filled every 
nerve of my body, and | ex- 
perienced an orgasm like 
never before. | buried my 
face in his neck, pressed 
my body against his and 
cried hot tears in sheer ec- 
stasy and pleasure. He 
gently stroked my back, 
cupped the cheeks of my 
ass and slowly started to 
fuck me. | felt his power and 
wantonness increase, and | 
turned to let him be on top. 
With animal lust and aban- | 
don he pounded me, 
bringing me again to or- 
gasm as he came trembling 
in a climax. He tenderly 
kissed my face and finally 
locked his lips to my mouth. 
He stayed hard in me and | 
marveled at the staying 
power of this young man. | 


asked him if he would like 
to kiss me in other places, 
guided his head to my love- 
hole and felt new waves of 
pleasure rushing through 
my body as he first tenta- 
tively, and then with vigor, 
kissed, licked and sucked 


_my pussy. | ground into his 


face and came again. | then 
knelt and let him fuck me 
from behind. He fondled 
and played with my tits, and 
| made sure that during all 
this our position gave my 
husband the best view. Just 
then it occurred to Gene to 
ask what Will would think if 
he knew what we were do- 
ing. | told him he wouldn't 
mind, in fact, it turned him 
on knowing that his wife 
was being fucked by anoth- 
er man and he would want 
to know all the details. 

After Gene left, Will and | 
fucked almost all night and 
had never been more turned 
on. Now | am making plans 
to have both of them in bed 
with me, which may be the 
subject for another letter.— 
Name and adaress withheld 


Peewee’s Dinky Doodle 
Makes Him Her Man 

| have read and thoroughly 
enjoyed your magazine for 
a long time, probably be- 
cause it is a major form of 
relief for me since | am not 
as handsome as | would like 
to be and very poorly 
endowed. 

All my life (So far) I’ve suf- 
fered the anguish of having 
a minuscule cock—three 
inches erect! Naturally, | 
have acquired a lot of em- 
barrassing nicknames and 
caused some laughter in the 
locker room. | used to 
wish. ... 

That is until | joined the 
Forest Service. After spend- 
ing so much time in the 
mountains getting horny 
with the other boys in the 
fire-fighting crew, | got a 
chance to prove that good 


things come in small 
packages. 

A girl joined our outfit— 
not too good-looking, but a 
girl. | thought it was just the 
pits that all the other guys 
called me Peewee in front 
of her. She was undaunted 
(or took pity on me) and 
tried to be as friendly as she 
could. | am very humorous, 
and it could have been my 
jokes that attracted her. One 
thing led to another, and 
soon we were making vio- 
lent love under a table in the 
mess tent one night. She 
told me that she had had 
many lovers and has 
learned that size matters 
very little. (My roommate 
has a gigantic cock and 
never manages to hang on 
to a girl.) | was the best she 
ever had even though | had 
never got much of a chance 
to practice. 

All you poorly hung peo- 
ple out there can just relax 
and take pride in knowing 
that it may be small, but it 
works. You’ll-get to prove it 
to yourself someday too.— 
Name and address withheld 


Couple’s Red-Hot Love 
Vanquishes the Blues 
Michael, my lover, and | 
share some great love ex- 
periences and we enjoy 
reading Penthouse Letters, 
although we don't read it to- 
gether. We are kind of timid 
in that respect. | am writing 
this letter, hoping he will 
recognize the experience 
and help us move toward a 
more open sexual 
relationship. 

One evening we were on 
the couch at my place. He 
was on his back with his 
arms up behind his head, 
looking very pensive and 
vulnerable, and | was some- 
how situated between his 
legs. | decided to take his 
mind off his troubles. 

First, | put on a favorite 
tape of ours. Then | stuck 
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my hand down his shirt and 
squeezed his nipples—| 
love to make his as hard as 
he makes mine. Then | sur- 
prised him by opening his 
pants and pulling out his 
half-swollen cock. | was 
pleased to see evidence of 
arousal because he was be- 
ing so cool. | began to 
massage him and soon his 
prick was harder, begging 
to be eaten. So | began to 
kiss the large red head, 
darting my tongue all 
around. By the way, | love 
to eat his cock because it’s 
So clean. (He’s a very clean 
person. What a turn-on!) 

| And it tastes so sweet. | 
sucked hard, pressing my 
lips tight around the shaft. 
Then | sucked softly, letting 
my saliva spread all over. | 
sucked fast and hard then 
slow and soft. | pumped his 
rod with my lips, pushing 
him deep into my throat. As 
| kept him in the back of my 
throat, | tightened my lips 
around the base and played 
with his balls. After | came 
up for air, | continued to 
lick, Suck and kiss his sweet 
hard dick until it was throb- 
bing. My pussy was 
sopping wet and on fire by 
then. 

| slowly removed his 

swollen cock from my 
mouth and expressed my 
sudden desire to sit on it. 
But Michael had other 
plans. He sat me down on 
the couch and removed my 
jeans and panties. He 
pulled me by my ass- 
cheeks toward the edge of 
the couch. He spread my 
legs so wide you could 
have driven a truck through 
there. He had my ass- 
cheeks in his open palms, 
my knees were bent and he 
looked down into my hot 
juicy pussy. | felt so ex- 
posed that | trembled. Then 
he dove in, sucking, licking 
and nibbling my clit. (My 
pussy is wet even as | write 
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this.) More juices ran out 
my cunt and | could feel 
them go down through the 
crack of my ass. | began to 
buck under his face. He 
continued to flick my clit. He 
had yet to do anything to 
my hot hole which was 
erupting like a volcano. He 
flicked my clit with his 
tongue until | was on the 
verge of screaming. | held 
him so tightly between my 
thighs | thought that | might 
hurt him. He had me 
squirming and twitching 
wildly. Just when | thought | 
couldn't stand it any longer, 
Michael thrust his tongue 
into my sopping wet snatch 
and | came quite violently. 
As | calmed down, the lin- 
gering feeling had me 
thinking | had died and 


gone to heaven. 


Then Michael was ready 
to grant me my wish to sit 
on his still-hard cock and he 
lay on his back, his prick 
standing straight up for me. 
| climbed up and let his 
hardness slip into my wet- 
ness. | held my breath as 
the pleasure coursed 
through my body. | gasped 
as my pussy lips quivered 
as more come ran out of my 
hot hole. At first | didn’t 
move, savoring the feeling. 
Then we began to move 
against each other. With my 
legs closed tightly, | began 
to finger my clit as we 
moved together. Lovely! 

Suddenly, the tape went 
off and we were brought 
back to earth. | got off my 
roost to change the tape, 
and since it was dark | had 
to bend over to read the la- 
bel. Then | had the most 
pleasurable surprise. Mi- 
chael had sneaked up 
behind me and was insert- 
ing his still-hard cock into 
my still-dripping pussy. As 
he slipped in, | held my 
breath as the position al- 
lowed for deep penetration. 
Needless to say, | quickly 


put that tape in! | touched 
my toes and began to quiv- 
er with pleasure. The angle 
was perfect and so was the 
feeling. 

Michael began to move 
slowly in and out. At first | 
just held onto my ankles for 


| balance and relaxed. The 


deliberate pace he used 
drove me crazy and | began 
to gush. Michael started 
pounding and | was moving 
with him in a kind of rhyth- 
mic dance. Pure ecstasy! In 
this position | couldn't move 
much, so he did most of the 
work as | just held onto my 
ankles and shook and shud- 
dered and twisted and 
turned. | shook my big ass 
at him (his favorite part of 
my body) and he held on 
tighter and kept on pound- 
ing. We soon made our way 
back to the couch, and in- 
stead of holding onto my 
ankles | held onto the 
couch, so the position was 
more doggie-style. Michael 
never missed a beat as he 
held onto my ass and 
banged my cunt until my 
lips were sore. | kept thrust- 
ing my ass at him, opening 
and closing my pussy lips, 
twisting and turning in vio- 
lent ecstasy. 

Finally Michael withdrew, 
without speaking a word. 
He laid me down.on the 
couch and spread my legs 
very wide. | put one leg 
across the top of the couch 
and one foot on the floor. | 
grabbed his sweet cheeks 
as he grabbed mine and we 
entered the missionary posi- 
tion, which is his most 
vulnerable position. We be- 
gan to fuck. | mean hard, 
humping fucking. He was 
banging the shit out of my 
pussy. | began to whisper in 
his ear, begging him for his 
sweet love-juices. Then he 
let out a whine, ever so 
sweetly, and | knew he was 
on the verge of coming. | 
squeezed my pussy lips 


My husband was 
waiting out 

in the garden 
where he 

had total visual 
access 

to our bedroom 
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I Love You, but Don’t 
Bank on It 

To steal or not to steal. 
That was the question 
facing twenty-nine-year- 
old bank manager David 
Messer. The temptation 
was one hundred sixty- 


one thousand dollars. To 
help him make up his 
mind, the Tampa native 
drew up a list of pros 
and cons. 

Under pros, according 
to an Associated Press 
story, was the following: 
“You won't get another 
chance again. Won't flip 
out with wife and kid. 
Travel anywhere, live on 
islands, meet many wom- 
en, party, life stimulation 


Then there were the 
cons: ‘‘Loss of loved 
ones, regret with no re- | 
turn possible, money 
won't last forever, can't 
get other ID, if caught will 
go to jail.” 

What’s a horny young 
guy to do? Messer 
skipped town with the 
loot. Authorities later 
found his handwritten 

note in his office. 

Also missing were 
three hundred American 
Express money orders 
and three hundred 
eighty-nine traveler's 
checks. 

American Express. 
a Don’t leave home 
| without it. be 
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tightly, stopped moving, 
held onto his cheeks and he 
shot the sweetest, hottest 
load | have ever felt him 
shoot. He came hard and 
long and about midway 
through, from somewhere 
deep within me, came my fi- 
nal orgasm—sweet, light 
and soft. Heaven! We just 
lay in each other’s arms, 
panting at first, then feeling 
ecstatic, sweet calm. Unfor- 
gettable love! 

| really hope you are able 
to print this because | want 
Michael to know that that 
was the most memorable 
evening of my life! We will 
be reading, so maybe we 
will see this together!—R.D., 
Portales, N. Mex. 


Age Comes before 
Beauty, then He Pops 
Cookies in Her Oven 
A recent issue of Penthouse 
Letters prompted me to 
share the experiences I’ve 
had with that magnificent 
reservoir of talent, maturity 
and lust—older women. 
Many older women I’ve de- 
sired couldn't bring 
themselves to consent to it 
for perhaps any number of 
reasons. This was unfortu- 
nate, especially when they 
knew and | knew that | was 
willing and available to them 
and would enjoy them to the 
max. | felt they could not 
bring themselves to believe 
it because of the youth-cul- 
ture orientation of our 
society. | have never hesitat- 
ed one minute when one 
seduced me. Maybe | ap- 
preciate it so much because 
| was a late starter in sex. 
My first experience was . 
when | was twenty-two and 
the woman was forty-seven. 
She was admittedly full-fig- 
ured but had a very 
attractive face with clear 
features and eyes that made 
you tingle with libidinous de- 
light. She was widowed and 
a family friend. One day 


when she was over at Our 
house, she suggested that | 
drop by after school to pick 
up some chocolate-chip oat- 
meal cookies she was 
planning on baking that day. 
For what was about to hap- 
pen was obvious. | knocked 
on her door and when she 
answered, she had on an 
almost transparent night- 
gown, which could hide 
nothing. When my eyes 
landed on her enormous 
breasts, my heart leaped 
into my throat. Her face and 
hair were made up, and she 
looked positively stunning. A 
quivering sensation over- 
took me accompanied by 
the most intense desire to 
fuck every part of her. She 
looked quite excited and ea- 
ger herself. 

When she invited me in, 
my first impulse was to leap 
on her, but | couldn't stop 
the shivering and chills 
sweeping my mind and 
limbs. She asked me if | 
wanted a glass of wine, and 
| said, ‘“Sure,’’ trying to act 
cool because frankly I'd 
never been in a situation 
like this before and had nev- 
er been so overwhelmed in 
my entire young life. Her 
legs were beautiful in black 
sheer nylons, and her high 
heels hiked her ass up, 
causing me to be fully erect 
and horny beyond my wild- 
est dreams. Then she came 
back with the wine, and with 
a laugh said that she liked 
young, green bananas be- 
cause they were so stiff and 
hard when she ate them. My 
mind was spinning, and | 
could not take my eyes off 
her tits. She slid flush up 
against me on the couch, 
and her legs, thighs and 
body pressed warmly . 
against mine. My young 
mind was absorbing every 
detail of this sensuous ex- 
perience. | was so nervous | 
just sat there and stared at 
those magnificently en- 


dowed tits. She rubbed my 
dick through my pants for 
about five minutes and 
gradually my quivering fad- 
ed. She suggested that | 
take my pants off, and as | 
did she pulled down my 
shorts. Then her soft, cool 
hands began massaging 
and sliding over my hot, 
aching balls and shaft. She 
suggested we go to her 
bedroom, and there | began 
kissing her mouth, face and 
neck, and her hand job be- 
came more vigorous. So | 
fondled, kissed and sucked 
her breasts, stomach and 
legs for quite some time 
and finally built up enough 
courage to taste her pussy. 
| was lost in ecstasy for 
what seemed like hours. 
Her moans encouraged and 
satisfied me. She then coat- 
ed my red-hot dick with 
Vaseline and gave me a 
hand job that positively blew 
my load a foot in the air. 
Then she playfully remarked 
that she hadn't seen any- 
thing like it since she and 
her husband had gone to 
see Old Faithful perform at 
Yellowstone on their 
honeymoon. 

The next day | had a 
hard-on virtually all day. My 
dick and balls were furious 
with excitement. On subse- 
quent visits we ecstatically 
engaged in a range of dif- 
ferent positions by using 
various devices and tech- 
niques, including regular 
fucking sessions with those 
soft, Vaseline-coated mel- 
ons on her chest. Although 
I've since fucked many oth- 
er older and younger 
women and am now mar- 
ried to one ten years older 
than myself, this woman re- 
mains my femme fatale. | 
am now in my late twenties, 
and she is in her fifties, and - 
our sex keeps getting more 
and more incredible. How- 
ever, on one occasion, | 
asked her if she suspected 
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our relationship had be- 
come too purely physical. 
With mature exuberance 
she reached for that won- 
derful jar of Vaseline. Of 
course | offered no resis- 
tance, and she briskly 
stroked my stiff penis into a 
roaring orgasm. As | lay 
there paralyzed with delight, 
she gave me an unbeliev- 
able tongue job. | was as 
erect again as ever. | then 
proceeded to tongue and 
suck her juicy love-button 
and vigorously jack myself 
off while she masturbated 
with a vibrator. We both ex- 
ploded in marvelous 
orgasms. After this steam- 
ing, sweat-and-juice- 
sopping episode, we were 
lying on top of the sheets 
cooling off our bodies when 
she whispered, ‘‘We can 
still go back to chocolate- 
chip oatmeal cookies if 
that’s what you really pre- 
fer.’—P.M., Seattle, Wash. 


Deliveryman Gets Lost, 
Only to Find 
Love in the Afternoon 
| am a thirty-five-year-old 
male who has worked for a 
linen supply company for 
the past fifteen years. The 
first thirteen years | was a 
regular route driver, but the 
last two years | have been 
working out of the office de- 
livering special orders. This 
work is quite interesting be- 
cause | meet so many 
different types of people. | 
would like to tell you about 
one of those people now. 
On a warm July morning | 
was told to deliver some ta- 
blecloths to a private home 
in a very exclusive section 
of a town just across the 
Hudson River from New 
York. City. Even though | 
thought | knew where this 
street was located, | took a 
street map with me. As it 
turned out, | did get lost, so 
| stopped the van on the 
side of the road so | could 
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find out how to get to my 
destination. While | was sit- 
ting there looking at the 
map, a car stopped on the 
other side of the street. A 
very attractive woman about 
thirty-eight called over to me 
and asked if she could be 
of assistance. After | told. 
her the name of the street | 
was looking for, she said, “'l 
know where that is, turn 
around and follow me.”’ | 
did what she said, and after 
making a few turns, | fol- 
lowed her up this street with 
very expensive houses on 
both sides of it. About half- 
way up the block she pulled 
into this long driveway with 
me following close behind 
her. As she got out of her 
car, | noticed she had a 
very attractive figure and 
was wearing a very abbrevi- 
ated tennis outfit. Thinking 
that this was my customer's 
house, | got out of my van, 
with my tablecloths in hand, 
and said, ‘‘Is this Mrs. 
Smith’s house?”’ Without 
answering me, she started 
toward the house and 
waved for me to follow. 
Once in the house, she led 
me to a huge living room 
with a fireplace. There were 
two sofas in the middle of 
the room facing each other 
with a large coffee table be- 
tween them. She told me to 
sit down and said she 
would be right back. While 
she was gone | looked 
around the room and was 
very impressed by all the 
expensive furnishings. 
About five minutes later 
she returned wearing a 
short bathrobe that didn't 
cover much more than her 
tennis outfit had. She had a 
cool drink in her hand, and 
as she leaned over to hand 
it to me | could see that she 
had nothing on underneath 
her robe. | was immediately 
turned on by this, and she 
noticed the bulge that was 
getting bigger in my pants. 


As she stood in front of me, 
she untied her belt and let 
her robe open wide enough 
for me to see her ample 
breasts. She then sat along- 
side me and | began to 
fondle her breasts. She 
closed her eyes and lay 
back, and | could tell she 
was in a very aroused state. 
After a minute or two of fon- 
dling, she reached down, 
unbuckled my belt and un- 
zipped my fly. My dick, 
being rock-hard, jumped 
out. After sliding her fingers 
up and down for a short 
while, she bent over and put 
it in her mouth. Her method 
was so good that it only 
took a few seconds before | 
came with a rush in her 
mouth. After swallowing it 
all, she looked up at me 
and smiled. | smiled back at 
her and said, ‘‘That was the 
greatest blowjob I've ever 
had.”’ With that, | started to 
pull my pants up but she 
said, ‘‘What are you doing? 
We're not finished yet.” | 
told her that after that terrific 
blowjob | would never be 
able to come again. She 
said, ‘‘Let me worry about 
that.’ And with that, she 
went over to the other sofa, 
sat down, spread her legs 
and waved for me to join 
her. She looked so inviting, 
and much to my surprise, 
as | walked toward her my 
cock was Starting to get 
hard again. This had never 
happened to me before. | 
knelt in front of her and 
started to lick her snatch. 
After only a minute she said, 
‘Please stop, | want some- 
thing else in there.”’ With 
that she lay lengthwise on 
the sofa, with a fantastic 
look of love on her face. | 
mounted her and started to 
pump slowly. As | increased 
my movement she started to 
moan, and | could feel her 
fingernails dig into my back. 
All of a sudden she let out a 
scream and immediately af- 
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The Return of 

Mondo Wacko 

Max and Lynette Krandall 
were married only a 
week when he filed for 
divorce. The cause of his 
discontent? Let his twen- 
ty-two-year-old ex-wife 
explain: ‘‘| never wore 
underwear in my life, and 
| don’t intend to start 
now.’ 

But straitlaced Max, 
according to the weekly 
Sun, thought it was “‘in- 
decent and immoral’ for 
Lynette to walk around 


without her scanties on. 
‘‘No wife of mine is go- 
ing to parade around 
half-dressed,’’ the British- 
er declares. 

Max found out about 
his bride’s disdain of un- 
derpants on their 
wedding night. ‘‘When it 
came time to remove the 
essentials,’ he com- 
plains, ‘‘she didn’t have 
any. | couldn't believe my 
eyes. Nice girls just don't 
go around with nothing 
on underneath. 

Give that man two as- 
pirins and a Frederick's 
of Hollywood catalogue. 

On a more upbeat 
note, we liked this head- 
line, seen in the National 
Examiner: WOMAN EAT- 
EN BY SHARKS WEDS 
AUTO-CRASH VICTIM. 
Both bride and groom 
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THE RETURN OF MONDO WACKO 
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were dead, mind you, 
but that didn’t faze 
guests on the Korean is- 
land of Cheju-do. Stand- 
ins exchanged vows at 
the ghost wedding, while 
a shaman united in matri- 
mony the departed souls 
of the unfortunate couple. 
By the way, do you know 
that saying about the in- 
scrutable East? Well, 
bride Young Soon Re 
and groom Kim Hee Paik 
had never met while they 
were alive. It seems their 
respective families got 
the idea after the 
funerals. 

The East isn’t always 
inscrutable, though. In 


fact, the motives of Wu 
Weigang, a villager in 
southeast China, were 
patently obvious when he 
rented his wife out to a 
lonely bachelor—at one 
hundred fifty dollars a 
year—for six years. 
Chinese officials have 
voiced disapproval of 
this example of deca- 
dence, says a story in 
the Examiner. But villag- 
ers have rallied around 
Mrs. Wu. “Shame on the 
officials for thinking that 
this whole situation is 
merely lust,’’ says she, 
claiming that economic 
motives are 
paramount. be 
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ter that | came again. For a 
short while we just lay there 
in this wonderful but com- 
promising position. Finally 
we reluctantly released each 
other. 

As | got up and started to 
put my pants on, she 
thanked me for the ‘‘great- 
est sexual experience’ she 
had had in years. She told 
me that her husband was a 
vice president of one of the 
big companies in the area. 
Also that he was a worka- 
holic and that he rarely had 
time for sex and was often 
away on business trips. We 
kissed once again at the 
door and | told her what a 
great time |’d had. 

As | got back into the van, 
the door of the house flew 
open and she came running 
out with my tablecloths in 
her hand. She handed them 
to me and told me that Mrs. 
Smith lived three houses up 
the street. | thanked her 
once again and pulled out 
of the driveway. As | ap- 
proached Mrs. Smith's 
house, | suddenly thought, 
‘| wonder if Mrs. Smith’s 
husband is a workahol- 
ic?’’—Name and address 
withheld 


Guest Slurps Room- 
Service Honey, Keeps 
Her Sweet-Box Wrapper 

| am a twenty-year-old male 
with a good body and a tal- 
ented dick. Lately | have 
had many experiences, but 
the one | am writing to you 
about was my most mind- 
blowing one. 

Last summer while | was 
driving to my parents house, 
| stayed overnight at a very 
secluded and romantic ho- 
tel. It was midnight and | 
was watching an X-rated 
movie on cable. | was get- 
ting very hard, so | took off 
all my clothes except for my 
skimpy underwear. | was in 
a romantic mood, so | 
called up room service and 


ordered a bottle of cham- 
pagne. When there was a 
knock at the door and | 
asked who it was, a very 
seductive voice said, ‘It’s 
room service.” | opened the 
door—still in my skivvies— 
to a gorgeous, sexy woman. 
She looked about twenty- 
five and had blonde hair 
and the deepest blue eyes | 
had ever seen. She was 
about five feet six inches 
tall, with long, tanned legs 
and large, firm tits. She was 
wearing a tight black-and- 
white uniform which hardly 
covered anything. | could 
see her well-shaped ass 
protruding nicely. Her gaze 
swept over my tanned and 
muscular body, stopping at 
my cock which was bulging 
in my underpants. | took the 
champagne from her and 
poured two glasses. | hand- 
ed her one and we sat 
down to watch the movie. At 
this point the actor and his 
lover were fucking wildly. | 
asked the maid her name 
and she said it was Honey. 

As we watched the movie 
| could see her nipples get- 
ting hard. | leaned over and 
kissed her passionately on 
the lips. My kisses went 
down her neck, and | pro- 
ceeded to unbutton her 
uniform and kiss her hard- 
ened nipples. She reached 
in my briefs and pulled out 
my prick. She began strok- 
ing it. Just when | thought | 
would explode, she 
stopped, and | thrust it into 
her mouth. She went into a 
frenzy of licking and suck- 
ing. Finally | came in her 
mouth, and she licked up 
everything | gave without 
missing a beat. 

She then stood up, took 
off her uniform and licked 
her lips. She was wearing a 
skimpy black bra, black 
crotchless panties and a 
white lace garter belt. | took 
off her bra and fondled her 
breasts. Then | began kiss- 
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ing her entire body, starting 
with her stomach and end- 
ing at her inner thighs. | 
pulled off her panties and let 
my hands explore her. | slid 
two fingers deep into her 
cunt, which was very wet by 
then. With my other hand | 
stroked her clit and soon 
she was wiggling all over 
the bed. | positioned my 
head between her legs and 
started on her with my 
tongue. She came within a 
few minutes and | tasted her 
juices. They were so 
sweet—no wonder she was 
called Honey! | then re- 
placed my tongue with my 
dick. | climbed on top of her 
and pumped her hard. She 
was moaning in ecstasy. Fi- 
nally she started trembling 
and we came together. We 
fell asleep in each other's 
arms and spent the rest of 
the night exploring each 
other’s body. 

When | woke up the next 
morning, she was gone. But 
she had left me her lovely, 
soaked panties to remem- 
ber her by. She needn't 
have worried, because I'll 
never forget that truly sweet 
girl named Honey.—S.W.,, 
Catonsville, Md. 


Serendipity is defined in 
Webster’s Dictionary as 
“the faculty of finding valu- 
able or agreeable things 
not sought for.” In other 
words, a pleasant surprise. 
The letters above tell of 
such experiences. Maybe 
you too have unexpectedly 
had a sexual good time. 
Why don’t you tell us about 
it! Perhaps the other partici- 
pant(s) of the event will 
recognize it and even give 
you a call! Now, wouldn't 
that be serendipitous? Why 
not give them an opportuni- 
ty to see your letter by 
sending it to: Penthouse 
Letters, Department DM/ 
BV, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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Some like it hot, 
some like if Cool 
and some like if 
any way they can 
get it. Getting 
laid never 

need be boring 


Pick-A-Prick Contest 
Leads to Eat-A-Cuntf, 
Then Suck-A-Cock, Fun 
Back when | was in college, 
| had a girlfriend who really 
was into exhibitionism. 
Since I’m a voyeur by na- 
ture, we got along 
beautifully. 

There were three of us 
guys who ran around to- 
gether. Bob had a cabin up 
near Mount Hood where we 
would often go to get away 
from it all. On one of these 
getaway trips, we each 
asked our girlfriend to go 
with us. All three girls were 
real lookers. We also 
brought along a pony keg, 
which we all soon got well 
into. As the day progressed, 
the boys gathered around 
the TV set, checking out the 
Sunday football game, while 
the girls were seated 
around the dining-room ta- 
ble, gabbing and giggling. 
When | got up to go to the 
bathroom, | overheard them. 
One was describing a mag- 
azine she'd read that 
showed sexy men in various 
stages of undress. 

| stood just out of sight, 
listening to what they were 
saying. Jim’s girl, Tess, who 
was blonde, about five feet 
four inches tall and well- 
built, was telling the others 
that one could always tell 
the size of a man’s penis by 
the size of his hand, in par- 
ticular his thumb. My girl, 
Tina, and Bob's girl, Ellie, 
were reluctant to believe 
what Tess was saying. The 
discussion became more 
and more interesting. 
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Finally | stepped out from 
behind the doorway and 
startled the three of them. | 
told Tess to prove her state- 
ment. Tina and Ellie both 
blushed scarlet, but | could 
tell they were very interest- 
ed in my challenge to Tess. 
| offered the services of Jim, 
Bob and myself to see if the 
size of a man’s cock can 
really be gauged by that 
method. 

Tess wanted to know how 
she could prove it. | told her 
we would hang two sheets 
across the dining-room 
doorway. We would pin the 
sheets together so they 
wouldn't fall open, but leave 
a slit So one could stick 
one’s hand through it. The 
boys would be on one side, 
the girls on the other. One 
by one, each of the boys 
would stick his hand out be- 
tween the sheets. The girls 
could each touch it and 
study it. Then each girl in 
turn would stick her hand 
through to the boys’ side, 
feel each guy’s penis and 
try to tell which of the hands 
they had seen belonged to 
which of the penises. 

Tess was a little reluctant 
to try, but Tina and Ellie 
were so turned on that they 
demanded to know where 
the sheets were so we 
could get started. | suggest- 
ed that we make it a 
sporting proposition—name- 
ly, if a girl was able to 
match all three correctly, we 
boys would do whatever 
she asked for one hour. The 
girls who were wrong would 
do whatever we asked for 
one hour. Each girl insisted 
that she wanted to do the 
guessing. It was finally 
agreed that if, between the 
three of them, they were 
able to make more right 
than wrong guesses, they 
would be the winners and 
we three guys would do 


_ their bidding. 


Once the sheets were in 


place, we boys took off our 
pants and stood near the 
opening. First Bob, then Jim 
and then | put our hands 
through the sheet. The three 
girls examined them closely. 
We each tried our best not 
to make any noise or give 
any other hint about whose 
hand was whose. 

Then Tess pushed her 
hand through to our side. | 
don’t think | will ever forget 
that sight. She had fairly 
long fingernails. Her hand 
was suntanned. A gold ring 
with a large red stone was 
on her ring finger. 

Jim guided her hand to 
his cock and | watched as 
she ran her fingers up and 
down it. She wrapped her 
hand around it and gave ita 
long squeeze. | watched 
Jim’s face and thought he 
was going to come right 
there in her hand. 

Next she touched Bob. 
His rod was short and very 
thick. Tess cupped her hand 
into the shape of a C and 
rubbed it up and down 
Bob’s thick shaft. Then she 
stopped and just held it in 
her hand for a while. Bob 
could hardly stand still. 

Finally she let go of him 
and it was my turn. My cock 
is fairly small, too. When 
she took hold of it, | thought 
| was in heaven. At the first 
touch of her hand, my little 
soldier stood just as tall as 
he could. | kept gazing at 
her bright red fingernails as 
she softly caressed and 
touched me. She touched 
me very lightly, sliding her 
long fingers from the tip of 
my shaft down to my balls, 
which she delicately cupped 
in her hand. | heard her 
heavy breathing on the oth- 
er side of the sheet. She 
was moaning low, and | 
knew she was as hot as we 
guys were. 

Tina was next to reach 
between the sheets. She 
was a small girl, about five 


After dinner 

we told the girls 
that we 

wanted pussy 
juice for 
dessert. So each 
of them 
removed her 
panties 
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Verry interestink! 

e Only twenty-two per- 
cent of high-schoolers 
and twenty-seven per- 
cent of college kids say 
they are totally honest 
when they talk to their 
parents about sex. A 
gullible eighty-one per- 
cent of parents, though, 
think they are getting the 
straight dope from their 
children on matters erot- 
ic.—People 

e And fat girls do have 
more fun in bed. A re- 
cent study by Dr. Do- 
meena Renshaw, a Loyo- 


la University researcher, 
found that skinny girls 
who are concerned 
about staying thin have 
‘fewer sexual fantasies, 
fewer dates and less de- 
sire for sex,’’ while over- 
weight women are “‘more 
eager to date, more ea- 
ger to mate.’’—Star 

e Thumb-sucking can 
give you a thrill equal to 
that provided by passion- 


ate sex, says a Colorado | 


psychologist. Professor 


Harvey Milkman says 


that sucking your thumb 
releases pleasure-induc- 
ing chemicals into the 
body. Known as endor- 
phins, these chemicals 
are potentially addictive, 
however. (Has anybody 
checked the prof’s cre- 
dentials?)—Globe b= 
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feet tall and she barely 
weighed a hundred pounds. 
She did have nice-size 
breasts for one so petite. 
Her hand reached for me 
first. Her touch was light at 
first, but then she wrapped 
her hand around my dick 
and squeezed it hard, al- 
most as if she were trying to 
milk it. She squeezed it re- 
peatedly, stopping just in 
time to keep me from com- 
ing. A little bit of jism eased 
out of my dick nevertheless 
and ran down her fingers. | 
wanted her to squeeze it 
just once more, but she 
moved on to Jim’s penis. | 
was so high | could hardly 
stand it. | 

As Tina moved from me 
to Jim to Bob, | watched her 
do the same things to each 
of them, stopping just short 
of bringing them off. Then, 
at last, it was Ellie’s turn. | 
could tell by the little gig- 
gling noises she was 
making that she was ner- 
vous about doing this, but 
she was so hot that she was 
going to do it anyway. The 
first penis—Bob’s—she just 
touched with her index fin- 
ger. With the second— 
mine—she became a little 
braver and rubbed it lightly 
between her finger and 
thumb. By the time she got 
to Jim, | didn’t think she 
was going to let go. She 
held his penis, rubbed it, 
patted it, soothed it. She 
was enjoying it so much 
that she didn’t want to quit. 
Bob and | got super high 
watching her toy with Jim's 
engorged member. 

When Ellie was finished 
groping us, we told them 
each to write down our 
names in the order in which 
they had felt our hands. 
Then we took down the 
sheets. The girls were so 
jumpy and excited that they 
could hardly sit still. Tina 
was wiggling so much in 
her chair that | knew she 


was almost coming. 

Us guys stood along the 
wall, dropped our pants to 
our knees and pulled our 
rods out of our underwear. 
The girls demanded that we 
take our underwear off com- 
pletely so they could 
examine each of our penis- 
es in detail. Of course, our 
dicks stood right up at at- 
tention as the girls each 
closely inspected them. 
When the girls announced 
their joint decision as to 
whose hand and cock be- 
longed to which guy, they 
were wrong. As the losers, 
they were to follow our in- 
structions for the next hour. 

Bob went to the kitchen 
and brought back three 
aprons. Each was of very 
thin material with a narrow 
bib. He told them to fix us 
dinner and serve us at the 
table. They were to wear 
only the aprons. They pro- 
tested, so we compromised, 
allowing them to keep their 
panties on, too. 

The girls then retired to 
the next room to get 
dressed or undressed, as 
the case may have been. If | 
live to be a hundred, | will 
never enjoy another meal as 
much as | enjoyed that one. 
The girls were bustling 
around the kitchen, fixing 
the dinner. We could see 
their lovely buns outlined 
through their undies. The 
bib on Tess’s apron was ex- 
tra narrow, and as she 
mashed the potatoes, her 
boobs kept peeking out at 
US. 

Tina wore a light pink 
apron that tied in back. She 
had removed her panties 
but left on her panty hose. 
She knew how much that 
would turn me on, especial- 
ly when she didn’t have her 
shoes on. As Ellie served 
the vegetables, she bent 
over slightly, allowing a full 
view of her little breasts. 
They had unusual, cone- 


shaped nipples that were 
quite visible through the thin 
material of her apron. 

Before the meal was over, 
the six of us were hot. We 
boys removed our clothes 
and sat naked with our pe- 
nises standing at attention. 
Each girl placed a light kiss 
on the heads of our dicks 
as she served the food to 
us. When our plates were 
full, we decided that a girl 
should sit on each of our 
laps and feed us. Tina snug- 
gled up close on my lap so 
that my penis rubbed 
against her panty hose-clad 
legs. 

After dinner we told the 
girls that we wanted pussy 
juice for dessert. So each of 
them removed her panties, 
sat on a kitchen chair and 
pulled her apron up to her 
waist. First Jim, then me, 
then Bob went from girl to 
girl to girl, licking and suck- 
ing them between their legs. 
Each of the three girls came 
while one or another of us 
was down on her. They then 
said that they wanted des- 
sert, too, so each took one 
of us and sucked his cock 
until he came. | came three 
times, once with each girl. 

We finally called it a night 
and drove back to town. 
The girls enthusiastically 
agreed that they wanted to 
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do it all again sometime. We | 


never did the same thing 
again, but | certainly enjoy 
reliving it—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


When These Lovers Feel 
Randy, Candy’s Dandy 
One night my fiance and | 
had a sweet tooth, so we 
went to the nearest conve- 
nience store and purchased 
our favorite candies, 
Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups 
and Tootsie Rolls. 

As we lay in bed when 
we got home, | cut the mid- 
dle out of one of the peanut 
butter cups. Then | put it 
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around my fiance’s cock, 
which was getting increas- 
ingly hard. When it was in 
place, ringing his shaft, | be- 
gan to nibble at it, licking 
the chocolate off. 

This soon got us both 
pretty hot. He placed the 
Tootsie Roll in my pussy 
and withdrew it slowly with 
his mouth. He kept this up, 
working the candy stick in 
and out, until | climaxed. 
Then he lapped up my love 
juice and the last of the 
chocolate from my hot box. 

By then | had finished my 
treat and got on top of him 
and rode him until he was 
ready to shoot his load. 
That’s when | went back 
down on him orally and he 
erupted in my throat. We've 
since tried other goodies, 
but these confections are by 
far the best.—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Wife Watches Hubby 
Cook with Neighbor 
after Gooey Food Fight 
For the past two months my 
wife and | have been in- 
volved in an exciting 
relationship with Carla, an 
attractive, twenty-five-year- 
old brunette divorcee who 
lives across the street. — 

It all started when Carla 
came over one evening to 
visit my wife and do some 
baking. It was about ten 
when | went into the kitchen 
to get some fresh cookies. 
While there | also snitched a 
bit of frosting from the bowl 
that Carla was mixing. She 
told me to get out of the 
kitchen and slapped my 
hand. As | walked away | 
responded by slapping her 
on her bottom. She then 
turned and with her mixing 
spoon slapped my thigh. Af- 
ter wiping off the frosting, | 
grabbed a handful of flour 
and sprinkled it on Carla. | 
grinned with satisfaction and 
stood there, almost chal- 
lenging her to respond. In 
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the meantime my wife was 
watching attentively but 
keeping her distance. 

Carla responded all right, 
by taking a handful of frost- 
ing and smearing it across 
the front of my shirt. | then 
grabbed a handful of frost- 
ing and spread it through 
Carla's hair. My wife was 
laughing hysterically now. 
Carla’s resolve was plainly 
visible on her face as she 
took a measuring cup of 
batter from the bowl my wife 
had been working with. Car- 
la then grabbed my belt and 
dumped the gooey batter 
down my pants. As the bat- 
ter ran down my pants, | 
contemplated my next 
move. As | eyed Carla's 
blouse, my wife handed me 
the bowl of batter. Carla 
looked worried as | set the 
bowl down and turned to 
her. | unbuttoned the top 
two buttons of her blouse, 
revealing what looked like 
healthy B-cup tits. With 
sheer delight | then dumped 
the bowl of batter down her 
top. It was great fun watch- 
ing as the batter ran down 
her front, disappearing un- 
der her blouse and later 
soaking through. 

| was satisfied, so | sug- 
gested we quit, but Carla 
promptly poured a half car- 
ton of milk down my pants 
and quickly followed that 
with a bag of nuts. She then 
said, ‘Now you have some 
real nuts down there with 
that bulge.” | quickly went 
to the fridge, where | found 
a can of chocolate syrup. | 
pulled at the waistband of 
Carla’s slacks and began 
pouring. The cold chocolate 
syrup was Clearly having an 
effect. My wife was still dou- 
bled up with laughter. 

By now the kitchen was a 
mess, aS were both Carla 
and myself. She grabbed 
one of the few remaining 
things in the kitchen, a bot- 
tle of vegetable oil, and 


dumped it half down the 
front and half down the 
back of my pants. She then 
grabbed the front of my 
pants and began massaging 
my crotch. | turned to my 
wife, who smiled and said, 
‘| think she’s asking for it.”’ 

With that go-ahead | 
promptly grabbed the bat- 
ter-soaked blouse and 
vigorously massaged Car- 
la’s tits. As Carla grabbed 
my belt, | went to work on 
the buttons on her blouse. | 
soon exposed a sheer, lacy, 
slimy bra, filled to overflow- 
ing with Carla's tits and 
rock-hard nipples. With veg- 
etable oil and cake batter as 
a lubricant, Carla was vigor- 
ously stroking my rock-hard 
cock. | quickly pulled her 
slacks down while she re- 
moved her blouse. | then 
removed my shirt and feast- 
ed my eyes on her shapely 
figure in a skimpy bra and 
panties. We embraced and 
let our hands explore each 
other’s body for the next 
few minutes. 

My wife, who had never 
seen me make love to any- 
one else, seemed to be 
enjoying our antics. In fact, 
it was she who suggested 
that Carla and | head to the 
shower and then to bed. It 
was a little late for that, 
however. | had Carla's pant- 
ies down and sat her on the 
table and was now grinding 
my shaft to its target be- 
tween her legs. As | eased 
into her chocolate-covered 
cunt, | unhooked her bra. 
As | feasted my eyes on 
Carla’s shapely tits, | 
rammed into her with an ea- 
gerness | hadn't had in 
years. Unfortunately | came 
long before | was satisfied, 
but after a lengthy cleanup 
and a hot shower, Carla, my 
wife and | all headed to our 
bedroom, where we initiated 
what has since become sev- 
eral nights of nonstop sex. 
Our fucking has been more 
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Sex Trends You Should 
Know About 

lf you're planning to mar- 
ry a virgin, and she 
shows up at the wedding 
in a black bridal gown, 
don’t be alarmed. Fash- 
ion experts predict that 
black-bedecked brides 
may be tripping down the 
aisle before the year Is 
out. The Weekly World 
News doesn’t identify the 
designers with this flair 
for kink, but we suspect 
they’re the dark horses 
ofthe industy.... 

Anyway, if you should 
discover on your honey- 
moon night that your 
bride’s as cold as the 
proverbial witch's tit, 
don’t feel depressed. 
Think laser. Yes, laser— 
as in President Reagan's 
‘star wars.’ lf she 
doesn’t come, the reason 
probably has nothing to 
do with virginal anxiety 
or ineptitude. The real 
reason she’s frigid may 
be that her clit needs to 
be warmed up by a laser | 
beam. French sexologist 
Dr. Jacques Waynberg 
has been experimenting 
with female volunteers 
who have never experi- 
enced orgasm during 
sex. His research has 
convinced the doctor, ac- 
cording to a story in the 
Sun, that anorgasmic 
women fail to climax 
“because their most sen- 
sitive sexual areas fail to 
warm up.” 

Waynberg beams a 
special five-watt infrared 
laser at the volunteers’ 
erogenous zones, there- 
by causing blood vessels 
to heat up and dilate. 
The five-minute proce- 
dure, claims Waynberg, 
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has been successful for 
thirteen of every twenty 
test subjects. ... 

A great place to meet 
gorgeous women these 
days, thanks to a recent 
ruling by a Maryland 
court, is an aerobics 
| class. Back in 1985, 
three guys who belonged 
to the Holiday Spa in 
Rockville, Maryland, 
wanted to join a women- 
only aerobic-dance class. 


4. Spa officials barred 
males from the women’s 
exercise rooms because 

| the gals had to assume 

| sexually suggestive posi- 

tions. For example, they 

put themselves in a 

‘doggie’ position to exe- 

cute a semi-split, not to 

mention the undignified 
maneuver called the ‘‘al- 
ligator crunch.’ To do 
this one, the New York 

| Post reports, they lie on 

their backs, hoist their 

knees to their chests and 
roll from side to side. 
The U.S. Supreme 

Court refused to review 

the case, in effect up- 

holding an earlier 

Maryland: ruling by a lo- 

cal Human Relations 

Commission in favor of 

the men. 

Hear! Hear! 
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conventional lately, though 
we have again resorted to 
vegetable oil as a lubri- 
cant.—Name and address 
withheld 


Visit to Peep Show 
Gets Him a Peekaboo 
—<~nd a Blowjob, Too 
When my girlfriend wanted 
a vibrator, | went to the local 
sex shop on a reconnais- 
sance mission for her. After 
seeing the available selec- 
tion and variety, | decided to 
bring her down in person 
and asked the clerk when 
the slow hours were. 

Before departing, | bought 


some fancy rubbers for my- . 


self. | pocketed the change 
and was browsing at the 
magazine rack before going 
into the peeps, when a cou- 
ple in their fifties entered. 
The woman was tall, slender 
and attractive for her age. 
(I’m thirty years old.) She 
asked for a few bucks in 
quarters and gave some to 
her husband, saying to him, 
‘‘Let’s go do our thing.” 

| was in my peep-show 
booth for about three min- 
utes, watching some guy 
with a huge cock get a 
blowjob, when | heard a 
tapping behind me. It was 
coming from the booth next 
to mine. The machine in the 
adjacent booth was whirring 
away, too, with a droning 
noise. | noticed a hole, 
about waist high, and saw a 
finger tapping. | recognized 
the ring on the finger. It be- 
longed to the attractive 
older woman. Looking clos- 
er through the hole, | saw 
an eye peeking back at me. 
Then pursed lips appeared, 
slurping and moaning. 

Already turned.on by the 
peeps, my cock was swol- 
len and hot. | voiced a 
hoarse ‘‘just a minute’’ and 
put on one of the rubbers 
I'd just bought, not knowing 
anything about the woman 
who wanted to suck me dry. 


| placed my hard cock 
through the hole and into 
that moaning, slurping 
mouth. She hesitated for a 
minute, then proceeded to 
suck and tongue it, pumping 
her head foreward and 
backward slowly, even 
when | tried to move faster. 


-She soon started to moan 


louder as | kept pumping in 
her mouth with my cock— 
and kept pumping quarters 
into the machine to help 
cover the noise she was 
making. 

By now | was hanging 
onto the wall, pumping un- 
controllably into that hole 
and eager mouth until | was 
drained. | ran out of quar- 
ters at the same time. | 
slipped off the rubber, bulg- 
ing with come, and slipped 
it through the hole. Still 
moaning, she took it and 
quickly slipped it in her 
purse. | got myself together 
and weakly walked out to 
my car.—uJ.H., Anchorage, 
Alaska 


Sun, Surf, Sand and Sex 
Inspire Seaside Frolics 


Last year my wife and | met 


a couple who are in their 
early twenties (we're in our 
early thirties) and have as 
keen an interest in flying as 
we do. Our mutual relation- 
ship grew over the months 
and we became very close 
friends. When | was notified 
that | was to go overseas 
(I’m in the air force), | in- 
formed the couple that we 
should fly off together for a 
weekend of fun and relax- 
ation along the coast. 

We landed at a resort 
with a deserted beach (it 
was the off-season), got our 
rooms, donned our bathing 
suits and swam out into the 
surf. We remained on the 
beach until after dark and 
decided to go skinny-dip- 
ping. While we were in 
water about four and a half 
feet deep, we started tinker- 


ing with the girls. With the 
water warm and the waves 
the right height, we started 
“waving. Waving is a form 
of water fucking with the fe- 
male seated firmly on the 
male’s lap facing him. Her 
legs can be around his butt 
or waist and held slightly 
loose. AS a wave passes, 
the two bodies are forced 
together, then apart and 
then together again. 

Another game we played 
the next day was called 
‘Jaws.’ Jaws was every- 
one’s favorite. One person 
is Jaws and swims up to an- 
other, gently biting whatever 
is handy. You are not al- 
lowed to fight Jaws and 
cannot use your hands or 
legs to keep Jaws away. If 
the bite is considered to be 
fatal by the others, then 
Jaws eats the one bitten. 
Believe me, it pays off if you 
are in good shape and are 
able to hold your breath for 
a long time! After you've 
been eaten, then you be- 
come Jaws and search for 
prey. To add a touch of 
spice to the game, we de- 
cided to blindfold Jaws. You 
never know whom you'll 
bite, and Jaws must eat! 

Up on the shore for a 
noon rest, we took turns 
putting suntan lotion on 
each other. We really had 
fun seeing who could stay 
still while the others oiled up 
his or her untanned areas. 
Occasionally, someone with 
an oily finger would say 
‘oops!’ and the others 
would grin, nobody really 
caring who touched what as 
long as everyone enjoyed it. 

Now that | am overseas 
with my wife, who knows 
what will happen?—uJ.A., 
San Francisco, Calif. 


She Helps Him Dress Up 
So They Can Get Down 
After years of suffering in 
uncomfortable cotton Jock- 
ey shorts, | decided to 
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change to the sleek nylon 
style. After shopping, 
though, | found that the cost 
was extreme. | did not un- 
derstand why it cost five or 
six dollars a pair when an 
almost identical item in wo- 
manswear cost only one or 
two dollars. | decided to buy 
women’s panties instead to 
cut costs. 

In a department store, | 
started looking at dozens of 
styles and colors available. 
A salesgirl soon walked 
over and offered assistance. 
She asked what size | need- 
ed. | blurted out, ‘‘Thirty-six- 
inch waistband.” Then | 
blushed and said that | 
meant “‘hips.’’ She said with 
a large grin, ‘You look like 
a size seven, maybe an 
eight.’’ | recovered and said 
that whatever she thought 
was right, | would try. She 
picked out three pairs of 
hip-hugger panties in white. 
‘Try these,’’ she said, ‘‘and 
if you like them, come back 
to me and I'll be glad to 
help you with any further 
purchases. ”’ 

| bought them and quickly 
headed home to try them 
on. The fit was perfect and 
the feel was tremendous. | 
reveled in the smoothness 
of nylon on my dick and 
balls, and | soon had an 
erection. | spent the rest of 
the day walking around in 
just my new panties and a 
T-shirt. | soaked the panties 
by coming in them just.from 
their caressing action and 
decided that | would need to 
increase my collection to to- 
tally replace my Jockeys. 

The next morning | went 
back to the same store and 
found the same salesgirl. 
She said she'd thought | 
would be back and that her 
name was Delfina. | told her 
that she had done well in 
guessing my size and that | 
appreciated her help. She 
said that | probably looked 
good in the panties, adding 
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that she would like me to 
model them for her some- 
time. | agreed and said I'd 
do it anytime she liked. 

Delfina told me to come 
to her apartment at seven 
and to be sure to wear my 
panties. Arriving early, | 
knocked on the door. She 
opened it wearing a bright 
red teddy, a black garter 
belt and fishnet stockings. 
She smiled and invited me 
in, saying, ‘‘Why don't you 
get comfortable, too?”’ | im- 
mediately stripped down to 
my panties and T-shirt. She 
watched and said that | 
looked beautiful in the pant- 
ies but that my ugly T-shirt 
had to go. She handed me 
a small box that contained a 
white nylon camisole that 
was lace-trimmed. She said 
to try it for size. Aside from 
being a perfect fit, its feel 
on my skin was great. 

Delfina said that | would 
find the camisole much 
more comfortable and that it 
looked sexy on me. She 
also commented on my 
erection, saying that the 
panties apparently pleased 
my prick. | just nodded and 
smiled. Delfina then told me 
that she had another box of 
goodies for me if | really 
wanted to dress in lingerie. 
She said | had to promise, 
though, to make it my only 
wardrobe. | said | would. 
She handed me the box of 
goodies and commented 
that she had more than 
panties in mind. 

| opened the gift box and 
found panties, camisoles, 
garter belts, nylons, nighties 
and other assorted items in 
a variety of colors. | was 
speechless. She asked if | 
was pleased and | said, 
‘Yes! In fact, I’m coming in 
my panties.” 

Delfina said | would have 
to change and she picked 
out an entire outfit for me. 


‘Then she said it was time 


for us to go to bed. | put on 


pink lace baby-dolls and 
climbed into bed. Delfina 
said, ‘‘Eat my pussy.” | did 
so until she orgasmed and 
then she said for me to fuck 
her hard. | did that so well 
that we now room together. 
With Delfina, of course, | 
wear only my supplied lin- 
gerie and could not be 
happier. | Know she gets a 
big kick out of it herself. — 
P.T., Orlando, Fla. 


Well, as the saying goes, 
“different strokes for differ- 
ent folks.” All of the above 
letters are from people who 
enjoy very personal turn- 
ons. We all have one or 
two (at least) pet fetishes— 
specific things that always 
fire us up. Maybe your fa- 
vorite fetish has never been 
mentioned in our pages. 
Why not share it? Everyone 
loves reading about every- 
one else’s pleasures. Send 
your letter to: Penthouse 
Letters, Dept. DM/BV, 1965 
Broadway, New York, N.Y. 
10023-5965. 
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As | eyed 
Carla’s blouse, 
my wife 
handed me the 
bowl of 

batter. Carla 
looked 

worried as | 
turned 

toward her 
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COMMUNIQUE. PARIS 


Blatant sex is now prevalent in the French media— 
used by advertisers to deliberately induce lust in consumers. And it works! 


From cosmopolitan cities to crude cor- 
ners of the world, our sensuous travelers 
pursue a tireless but rewarding quest. Ea- 
gerly girding their loins, they experience 
an amazing variety of erotic rituals and 
practices, proving that what we learn sex- 
ually from others can only make us horn- 
ier and happier individuals. 


When Monsieur Dupont (the French John 
Doe) steps out of his Parisian office after a 
hard day, he’s likely to come face-to-face 
with a giant poster of a naked woman gaz- 
ing suggestively toward him, her phone 
number cradled beneath her breasts. 
‘‘Call me!’’ she seems to beg. 

Monsieur Dupont’s mind is thus shunt- 
ed into a sexual mode. In the subway he is 
enticed by other sexy ads. Rows of life- 
size pinups papered to the walls vie for his 
attention. ‘I’ve come!”’ one of them de- 
clares in huge type. ‘‘What about you?”’ 
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Monsieur Dupont feels a certain tight- 
ness in his crotch. Perhaps he is not as 
tired as he thought. By the time he arrives 
home he has been provoked and tempted 
by hundreds of women reaching out to 
him from advertising posters on Parisian 
walls, flaunting their flawless bodies and 
promising endless orgasms. Poor Mon- 
sieur Dupont, he can’t wait to jump in bed 
with his wife, mistress or girlfriend. And if 
she’s been sitting at home watching televi- 
sion, she’s sure to be ready, too, for 
French TV is loaded with titillating titbits. 
Sex has penetrated the medium, creeping 
into commercials and prime-time pro- 
grams; it has brought the peep show into 
every home. 

So what’s new? To a Frenchman, after 
all, sex is not merely a primary urge; it's a 
cultural instinct—the introduction, inter- 


lude and conclusion to just about any ac- 
tivity, and it’s the only thing that ranks 
before food in importance. Name a sub- 
ject and the French will relate it to /e cul 
(literally ‘‘the ass,’’ but figuratively, any- 
thing sexual). 

Advertisers were first to realize, of 
course, that sex sells and that an artfully 
induced hard-on can arouse a consum- 
er’s desires. In less permissive times, in- 
nocent kissing and hand-holding aroused 
fantasies and helped to sell anything from 
office furniture to toilet-bowl cleaners. But 
the romantic models of yesteryear have 
grown up to be lusty, voluptuous crea- 
tures with ravenous sexual appetites that 
they are delighted to exhibit. Now the tar- 
get is clearly below the belt and, like it or 
not, the bull’s eye is between your legs. 
Thanks to advertising genius and a little 
specious logic, a limp piece of pasta can 
somehow stiffen a cock. The yellow pages 
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can even stimulate masturbatory fanta- 
sies; in other words, let your fingers do 
more than just the walking. 

Wherever you look in Paris, there's 
more and more skin, more and more pas- 
sion. Nudity has become so common- 
place and casual in French advertising 
that no one remembers when the first na- 
ked tit was displayed in public print. It's 
like wondering who built the first wheel. 

A most famous first of this order was a 
billboard in 1984 showing a sensuous 
model named Myriam in a tasteful but 
evocative two-piece bikini. ‘‘Next week, ” 
she promised in the caption, ‘I’m taking 
off the top.’’ And she did, too. Seven days 
later she appeared on the same Dill- 
boards, audaciously exposing her well- 
developed, firm breasts. The new caption 
read: ‘‘Next week I’m taking off the bot- 
tom.’ By this time she was a celebrity and 
most of Paris was eagerly waiting for Myr- 
iam’'s next photo. As promised, the third 
poster showed her topless and bottom- 
less. However, her back was to the cam- 
era and her lovely ass was underlined by 
the words: ‘‘Advertising keeps its 
promises. 

Myriam opened the floodgates and the 
media have never been the same since. 
Any French actress who has something 
worth revealing has now done so in pub- 
lic—on the sides of buses, on newsstands 
and, of course, on the giant billboards that 
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line virtually all the French freeways. 

Bare tits, however, are only the tips of 
the iceberg. Waves of eroticism now inun- 
date consumers and taboos are tumbling 
down. S&M, rape and even incest have 
become recurrent advertising themes on 
Main Street, France, and on prime-time 
TV. 

Take a series of ads for Buffalo jeans, 
for example. Imagine a woman—a lithe, 
feline creature so sensual you can hardly 
believe she exists—wearing nothing but 
skintight denims. She stands with a rope 
around her naked breasts, as if tied to a 
tree and expecting to be beaten by her 
macho lover. Next we see her crawling, 
catlike, with an enormous python writhing 
between her thighs. In a third scene she 
kneels submissively at her man’s feet, her 
head nestled against the fly of his jeans. 
Add up the images and you've got a con- 
densed Kama Sutra of jeanealogy. 

The same explicit themes, which clever- 
ly tap the French libido, can also be found 
in film, both in theaters and on TV. With 
ads like Buffalo's, it’s no wonder that the 
French do not grumble about sitting 
through a thirty-minute session of com- 
mercials when they go to the movies. 
Sometimes the ads are better than the film 
itself. Made by some of the best film direc- 
tors, they’re creative, slick and often 
supersexy. 

One popular commercial with a hefty 


Sexy French advertising keeps its prom- 
ise; all tied up & all over town. 


S&M sting, which has attracted lots of at- 
tention, starts with a close-up of a wom- 
an’s face. Her expression suggests that 
she’s consumed by a fiery lust. A man’s 
voice asks, “You want it?’ She moans, 
“Yes!’’ The man looks down at her, his 
lips twisted into a cruel expression. We 
see leather boots and a whip, followed by 
the woman's expectant face, now flushed 
by an imminent orgasm. ‘You want 
more?” the man growls. ‘Yes, yes!’ she 
replies. We see the whip come down... 
then the camera pulls back to show us the 
leg muscles of a running horse. ‘‘Get your 
thrills at the races,’ the man’s voice con- 
cludes, delivering the message. 

Such ads can be seen on IV all day 
long, and then later, surprisingly enough, 
on prime time. People like Monsieur Du- 
pont and his family customarily sit down to 
Supper before the eight o'clock evening 
news, just in time for the commercials, 
which certainly add some spice to their 
fare. And who knows? Perhaps these ads 
put Monsieur Dupont’s sex drive into the 
proper gear. 

For instance, while he is polishing off his 
Camembert, he may see a media image of 
himself and his wife on the screen. A ste- 
reotypical couple is having supper. Sud- 
denly, the woman becomes sexually 
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possessed. She pouts, displays her 
cleavage and crosses her legs. Her hus- 
band becomes flushed, tugs on his tie, 
loses his self-control. He jumps up, tears 
off his shirt and shouts, ‘‘l can’t stand it 
anymore!’’ Running to the window, he 
throws it open, letting in the winter air. In 
the next scene man and wife are on the 
carpet, about to make love, with snow 
blowing in through the window. The pur- 
pose of the ad? To sell central heating. 

But not everybody makes love on the 
floor—and the next ad ballyhoos a certain 
brand of mattress. Predictably, the sce- 
nario is a real cock-raiser. While a couple 
is between the sheets, all the objects in the 
room are mating. A man’s shoe jumps on 
top of a woman’s pump; a black umbrella 
wraps its handle around that of a smaller, 
red one; the hands of the clock intertwine. 

By this time, if Monsieur Dupont doesn't 
get the message, he'd better get some se- 
rious sex therapy. 

Various French TV channels are cur- 
rently involved in a sort of erotic war. Each 
is trying to project a sexier image than its 
rivals do. Channel FR3, for instance— 
known as the third channel—graces its 
station breaks with three blonde beauties 
doing a skirts-up routine or parading top- 
less in satin boxer shorts and rolling their 
tits and shoulders. On the sixth channel, 
TV6, to the sound of a roaring lion, a feral- 
looking cat-woman with disheveled red 
hair slinks toward the camera, her skirt bil- 
lowing, her mouth open and rounded, un- 
mistakably ready to do a blowjob. 

The station breaks provide just a hint of 
the shows that follow. The real meat Is pre- 
sented on prime time, when the whole 
country is watching. Every Saturday eve- 
ning at seven-forty, on the first channel, for 
example, the sex kittens of the week re- 
veal themselves on a show aptly called 
‘“‘Cocoricocowboy”’ (‘‘Cock-a-doodle- 
doo-cowboy’’). In a typical skit, four apart- 
ment-dwelling girls in lingerie do a strip 
competition for the benefit of a couple of 
window cleaners—and, at the same time, 
for millions of Monsieur Duponts. Topless 
and nearly bottomless, the girls heave and 
writhe, bump and grind, and generally 
raise the nation’s spirits. 

The Saturday-night sex kittens are well 
on their way to becoming an institution. 
Last month | spent a weekend in the coun- 
try with a couple of friends, their children 
and their parents. At half past seven the 
TV went on and an eight-year-old girl ran 
through the house to gather up the audi- 
ence. ‘“‘Hurry!’’ she shouted to her grand- 
father. ‘‘Time for those sexy girls!"’ 

The second channel, Antenne 2, boasts 
a monthly program devoted only to erot- 
ica, ‘‘Sexy Folies.’’ According to the latest 
figures, twenty-seven percent of the 
French audience tune in. It’s a kind of sex- 
oriented variety show with panel games, a 
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candid-camera segment, reportage, inter- 
views and fantasy features—in other 
words, a risque smorgasbord with erotic 
delicacies enough to suit everybody. 

For an hors d’oeuvre, there's a game 
show in which couples are asked about 
One another’s sexual preferences and 
habits. Typical question: ‘‘What is Jean 
and Christine’s favorite position?’ Or: 
‘What does Marc like best about Dan- 
ielle’s body?’’ The replies are bold and 
uncensored. Every time a contestant 
gives a right answer, he or she takes off an 
article of clothing. The first couple to get 
down to G-strings wins a free vacation. 

Another game is an adult variation of 
blindman’s buff. Five or six half-naked 
women stand in front of a blindfolded man, 
who has to guess, using only his hands, 
which of them is his mate—without touch- 
ing any woman’s hair or face. It’s a license 
to grope. Some men go straight for the tits, 
others for the ass, while the women 
squirm and giggle with glee. 

‘‘Sexy Folies’’ often mixes sex and hu- 
mor. During a recent terrorist scare here in 
Paris, people were thoroughly searched 
at the entrances to all public buildings. 
‘Sexy Folies’’ set out to do some frisking 
of its own. In front of a well-concealed 
camera, a man and a woman—both 
young, attractive and very sexy—con- 
ducted ‘‘security searches’”’ at the door of 
a department store. Their hands tended to 
linger, of course, and to slide into some 
very private places. 

‘Do you mind lifting your sweater?”’ the 
man asked a well-busted, elegant house- 
wife. She hesitated, tittered, then 
complied. 

‘‘And what are you hiding there?” the 
woman asked a man in tight jeans, gestur- 
ing toward his crotch. Embarrassed, he 
looked down and covered his bulging 
penis. 

Most people offered surprisingly little 
resistance. In fact, the only one who really 
complained was a fat old lady who had 
slipped by unfrisked. ‘‘Why don’t you 
search me, too?” she inquired, opening 
her coat. 

The next day, when | entered the post 
office to buy stamps, the employee who 
searched me had a case of wandering 
hands. He’d obviously been inspired by 
the TV program. 

In a skit, the traditional ““dumb blonde”’ 
stands helplessly by her bicycle, which 
has a flat tire. A man comes to her rescue. 
‘I’m flat,’ she purrs. “Can you pump me 
up?’’ Taken aback, the man starts repair- 
ing the tire, which dirties his hands. Sud- 
denly the blonde’s white pleated skirt falls 
to the ground and she’s standing in 
skimpy lace panties. ‘‘Quick, help me!” 
she implores. He picks up the skirt and 


tries to put it on her. ‘“‘Look what you've - 


done!’’ she exclaims before a gathering 


crowd. ‘‘You’ve put your dirty fingers all 
over my ass.’ | 

Needless to say, the sexy skits have be- 
come very popular and, undoubtedly, the 
imaginations of producers are being taxed 
by the need to create more of them. In an- 
other episode, a curvaceous model, 
dressed only in a long T-shirt, stands in 
front of her apartment building, locked out. 
She stops a passerby, a pudgy, middle- 
aged businessman, and tells him, 
‘‘There’s an extra key on the ledge above 
the door. Could you give me a leg up?”’ As 
he does so, she rubs an exposed buttock 
against the man’s cheek. Within seconds, 
of course, there’s a crowd and the embar- 
rassed businessman strains to justify the 
unlikely situation. ‘‘She’s locked out,’’ he 
tries to explain. At this point, another ten- 
ant approaches the door, gently pushes it 
open and enters. 

Another popular feature of ‘Sexy Fo- 
lies’’ is a French TV version of ‘‘Dear 
Abby,”’ in which people seek advice about 
their sexual fantasies and problems. 
France Roche, a sophisticated and sexy 
woman journalist, presides. ‘I’m twenty, 
and |’ve never been laid,’’ admits a shy, 
chubby girl who has pimples. ‘Wear sexi- 
er clothes, get a different haircut and look 
straight into men’s eyes,” Roche replies. 
An attractive young man asks the next 
question: ‘My girlfriend refuses to give me 
a blowjob. Why?”’ ‘‘Have you ever sucked 
on her?’’ asks Roche. ‘‘Maybe if you paid 
more attention to her needs, she'd be 
ready to satisfy you.’’ A dowdy-looking 
woman appears in the questioner’s box. 
‘I’m fifty and love sex, but my husband 
falls asleep before | join him in bed.” 
France nods indulgently and advises, 
‘‘Wear lingerie for him and leave porn 
magazines lying around the house. And 
start telling him your erotic dreams.” 

‘‘Sexy Folies’’ is just one example of 
how permissive French prime-time TV has 
become. Other programs, such as ‘Moi, 
Je” (‘‘Me, |’’) and “‘Psyshow,”’ often deal 
openly with unorthodox sexual behavior. 
‘‘Moi, Je’ interviews people who have in- 
teresting sex techniques or fetishes, for in- 
stance, or who can describe unusual 
ways to pick up women or can discuss 
special foods or fashions. ‘“‘Psyshow, on 
the other hand, invites people to put their 
psychological problems, which are quite 
often sexual, to a panel of experts. A wom- 
an accuses her husband of being impo- 
tent; another then discloses incestuous 
feelings for her father. There are almost no 
limits these days—and these arent 
closed-circuit, after-midnight shows. Sex, 
in many forms, is on the screen for anyone 
to watch. And, for once, what's happening 
on TV mirrors what’s happening in soci- 
ety. Le cul, as we call it over here, has 
gone public. And, even if one wishes to, 
there’s no escaping it. 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS 


~ NOW ON VIDEO 


What would you expect when the world’s most provocative magazine 
comes to life in your home? Beautiful women? Of course. But it’s much more 
than that. It’s a tasteful and exquisitely erotic experience—and now you 
: can play a part! ) 
THE GIRLS OF PENTHOUSE. It’s everything you’d expect from the world’s most 
successful magazine for men—an engaging, exciting seduction in which 
pulsating rhythms, fantasy, and flesh all spring to life. 


PENTHOUSE* VIDEO 


Penthouse Products, Video Dept. 

200 N. 42 Street, Newark, N.J. 07107 

Please rush me The Girls of Penthouse video (58 min- 
utes) for only $59.95 plus $3.00 postage and handling 
‘per tape. 
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orders. 
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POSTSCRIPT 


There are hot tips aplenty on the preceding pages 
that can help you maximize 
the temporal division of fornication. See below. 


Ah, Labor Day, Ssummer’s end, and you’re contending 
with screaming urchins at the beach and competing for 
sun and surf with human behemoths who look like 
beached whales, and you’re fighting all-day traffic jams 
and you’re burning the steaks back home. And you're 
probably thinking to yourself, ‘““What a pathetic excuse 
for a holiday!” 

But we at Penthouse Letters aim to bring the true 
meaning of labor and its fruiit—money—to you, our 
readers. Sure, economics has been justly called the 
dismal science. Anyone who’s ever slept through a 
macroeconomics lecture or turned off some soporific 


Treasury bureaucrat on television knows what tedious, 


grim stuff it is. Yet money does make the world go 
‘round. How, then, to reconcile intense ennui with dire 
necessity? 

Well, you’ve heard the expression, ‘He bored the 
pants off me.” Therein lies the key to true fiscal enlight- 
enment. You see, there’s just something in the pro- 
nouncements of economists that really can slide your 
pants down—or your panties. And once the economist 
of your choice has bored the pants or panties off you, 
you're in an excellent market position to practice the 
trickle-down theory, live, in your bedroom. You become 
enlightened on the supply side (or whatever side you're 
most comfortable on), economic indicators go way, 
way up, tariffs are dropped and ports of entry opened 
wide. Everyone, in short, benefits. 

Remember, though, that careful consideration 
should be accorded to the economist’s nationality. A 
Japanese, while finely tuned, is apt to be subcompact, 
and a German to accelerate wildly on wet curves. One 
from a jungle climate is subject to wild market swings; 
one from Madrid is apt to be overly bullish and one from 
Moscow, overly bearish. 

Others, ingenious in matters of economics, such as 
the Blue Phantom and his Phantomess, Stacy, wish to 
give a twist to the sexus nexus by oralizing all of us here 
at Penthouse Letters, which seems a perfect form of 
barter (see pages 50-51). And the Phantom’s friend, 
the beauteous Rickey: Lee, aware of how important 
good labor relations are to productivity, describes how 
she satisfied every grievance of every member of a 
truckers’ union (pages 52-55). Many of our other corre- 
spondents contribute their special talents to the won- 
drous free-love exchange. For example, Michael shows 
us how to equitably balance his trading partners, Bon- 


nie and Marti (pages 21-23). , 

It is, however, the ordinary, average American busi- 
nessman and businesswoman who have contributed 
most to this country; in gratitude, Penthouse Letters de- 
votes an entire section to them in this issue (Hot Stuff, 
pages 67-71). Norman, for example, the proverbial 
traveling salesman, meets a colleague’s colleen and 
finds out for himself why a particular section of the 
Southwest is called Red Rocks (pages 67-68). Well, it 
beats blue balls, Norm. Al, another urn-est profession- 
al, peregrinates the Southeast in search of his perfect 
woman, “basing her upon what I’ve read and seen in 
Penthouse Letters and other places” (pages 68-70). If 
this Sarah doesn’t turn out to be your soul mate, Al, 
care to consider the y-urning babe on page 88? 

Steve, the ambulatory electronics engineer, puts his 
free-standing voltmeter to electrifying good use, net- 
working with a switched-on businesswoman (pages /0- 
71). He doesn’t come right out and say so—who would, 
in this Suspicious post-Contragate era?—but he strong- 
ly implies he’s an advanced weapons specialist and 
procurer. How else to explain the successful deploy- 
ment and test-firing of his “heat-seeking, power-thrust- 
ing, sperm-shooting missile’? 

The aggressive, competitive grocery that gets their 
customers revvin’ long before seven (pages 11-12), the 
forest ranger who fights bushfires with his short-but- 
sturdy hose (page 74), the linen deliveryman who drops 
off just a little bit more than the competition (pages 77- 
78)—we salute you all. And if anyone out there needs a 
good stiff pocket wrench for a thorough lube job, please 
contact us here at Penthouse Letters; we'll try to put 
you onto that Hornyman of Hazleton, the Blue 
Phantom. 

As a general overview of the subject, Mr. Fixit’s how- 
to-fuck-it philosophy (pages 13-14) is very instructive, if 
a bit naive. J.F., on the other hand, describes an Atlanta 
policewoman who seems to have the means and meth- 
ods of market stimulation well in hand (page 39). And 
you'd have to search long and hard to find another with 
the strong incentives of the anonymous, soiled-panty 
loving businessman’s recycling plan (page 40). 

But whatever your business acumen and fiscal posi- 
tion, take a moment to remember that we’re all in this 
economic adventure together—cocks high, cunts 
open—so that we can reaffirm the American dream: 
life, liberty and the pursuit of the big O.—Adam Smith 


COME AGAIN 
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Nazi bigwig Hermann Goring loved to 
quote a playwright, ‘““When | hear.the. 
word ‘culture’, | reach for my revolver.” 
But Goring was a pompous ass. An ap- . 
preciation of the arts can broaden a war- . 
rior’s character. Julius Caesar wrote , 
poetry; the tank jockey George S. Patton 
was an ardent classics scholar. 

Or take James Pontchartrain Morgan, 
the unforgettable protagonist of Roland 
Jones’ serial, Gentleman James: White 
Pimp. James is not only a canny busi- 
nessman, man of action and superb lov- 
er, he also has a photographic memory 
and can retrieve quotations on Lenin and 
Jay Gatsby at will. Roland’s other charac- ' 
ters show an equally dexterous blend of 
culture and action. For example, James’ 
right-hand man, Malcom Little Sweet, 
was raised amid the messianic fervor of © 
Malcolm X and the Fruit of Islam. 

lt takes a well-rounded talent to be able 
to delve equally well into the turbulence 
of American history and the ordered pas- 
sages of classic literature and then to cre- 
ate a tense, action-packed serial like 
Gentleman James: White Pimp. Such a 
talent is Roland Jones blessed with. And 
he writes with the unbridled sensuality for 
which Penthouse Letters is famed. 

Here's Roland’s description of James 
and his partner, Alice, making love: 

“Her legs opened, satiny thighs spread 
wide. He slid between them and went up 
into her flowing cunt. . . the mirror, hinged 
on its brass swivel, began to swing. It 
caught the light of the setting sun and its 
swaying flashed the light on the high ceil- 
ing. James thrust in and out while Alice 

_ was transfixed by her wriggling womb and 
the flashing sunlight.” 

Roland Jones. A writer of gripping dra- 
ma and evocative sensuality. A writer with 
an extraordinary sensitivity to the tangled 
threads of American history, able to 
weave it all together in a thriller to rival the 
great serial writers of yesteryear. Look for 
the next excerpt of Gentleman James 
and for other gripping stories by writers of 
erotic literature. — | 

Only in Penthouse Letters—the Maga- 
zine of Sexual Marvels. 
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| : - In a world where politics often reads like a sordid dime novel and our ‘moral 

aN guardians” can’t even: guard their own morals, isn’t it nice to know someone can 

Se still tell fact from fictiqn? Month after month, Penthouse Letters delivers top- 
notch advice, reviews and ae the hottest fietion around. 


- If you’ve seen previous volumes in 
The Girls of Penthouse series, you 
won't want to miss the latest edition 
of this collector’s set. If you’ve never 
seen this illustrious, titillating maga- 
zine, you owe it to yourself to pick up 
the latest issue, The Girls of Pent- 
house September/October 1987. 


You’ll find the sultry Southern strip- 
per, Andi Leigh; X-rated film star, Pipi 
Anderssen from Sweden and Nash- 
ville’s own 38-22-36-inch Carmen 
Pope. An added bonus is two hot pic- 
torials of lesbian action: “The Art of 
Loving” and “The Starlet and the Un- 


derstudy..’ Don’t miss this issue. 
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